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[Shakspere-Quarto Facsimiles, No. 32-] 


INTRODUCTION. 


The present Quarto, as has been already pointed out in the 
Forewords to Qt, is a corrected reprint of that edition with 
additions to the extent of about 160 lines. It would perhaps be 
supposed at first sight that these additions and corrections were 
derived from the Folio which had now been seven years in print, 
but this was already a scarce book, if we may judge from the 
fact that a second edition was called for only two years after- 
wards, and moreover Richard Hawkins, the publisher of the 
present Quarto, who seems to have been in the habit of publish- 
ing new editions of single plays,’ would probably find a playhouse 
copy more accessible than that comparatively expensive volume. 
At any rate, all evidence is against his having collated his 
edition with the Folio, and the judgment of the Cambridge 
Editors on this point is amply confirmed by an examination of 
the texts. Had he done so, he would not have failed to avail 
himself of those numerous corrections*for which we are now 
indebted to the Folio alone. His MS. contained, it is true, 
nearly all the omitted lines of Qr, which we find in the Folio, 
but by no means all the corrections, and his edition, while 
superior to its predecessor, is therefore inferior to the Folio. 
Specimens of best readings peculiar to the Folio will be found 


1 He published “A King and no King,” 3rd ed., 1631. “ The Maids 
Tragedie,” 3rd ed., 1630; ‘‘ Phylaster,” 3rd ed., 1628; 4th ed., 1634; all 
printed by A. M. 
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in the Introduction to Qr. Here are a few passages which will 
enable the student to form a still clearer idea of Hawkins’s 
materials, and of the correctness of the theory just stated :— 

II. 1., 38— 

Oz. “ Euen till we make the Maine aad th’ Ayre all blue, 
An indiftinct regard.” 
Fi and th’ Eriall blew. 

The passage is not in Qr. Hawkins therefore printed from 
his MS. additions, and there can be no hesitation in 
deciding between the readings. 

IV. u, 17o— 

Or. ‘And the great Meffengers of Venice flay.” 

In Q2 and Fr “And the” becomes “the meate” ; but Q2 
prints these words at the beginning of the line, Fi in 
their proper place at the end. 

V. 1, 87— 

Or: “T doe fufpect this trafh 
To beare a part in this ; patience a while good Cafiio:” 

Qz2 merely adds “‘iniurie” after “this”; F1 “‘tobea party in 
this Iniurie,” which does not spoil the metre. 

V. iL, 13— 

Qr. “ That can thy light returne: when I haue pluckt the rofe.” 
Qz. ‘‘relumine” spoiling the metre; Fr “ re-Lume.” 
V. ll., 220— 
Qi. “Tle be in fpeaking, liberall as the ayre.” 

Qz2 merely changes “ayre” to “north”; Fi gives the true 
reading,— 

“No, I will {peak as liberall as the North.” 

In the following four passages we are indebted to Q2 for the 

true reading :— 

III. i., 31— 

** Caf. Madam, ile take my leaue. 
Def. Nay ftay, and heare me fpeake.” 
Qi and Fr “ Why ftay.” 


READINGS OF Q2. v. 


Ii¥. i, 455— 

““Whofe icy current and compulfiue courfe, 
Ne’r fee/s retiring ebbe, but keeps due on.” 
Not in Qr. Fr keeps (twice). 
IV. ii, 155— 
“‘ Or that mine eyes, mine eares, or any fence, 
Delighted them in any other forme” ; 
Not in Qr. Fr “Delighted them: or any other Forme. 
IV. ul., 41— 
“ The poore foule fate fighing by a ficamour tree.” 
Not in Or. Fr /aging. 
In the following Q2 gives an alternative reading worth notice : 
IV. i., 28— 
“Who hauing by their owne importunate fuite, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome miftris, 
Coniured, or fupplied them.” 
O1' and Fr Coxuinced. 
IV. 1., 16— 
“Let heauen require it with the Serpents curfe,” 
Ot requite ; Fi requit. 
_ Vz. il., 268— 
‘‘ Here is my iournies end, here is my butte, 
The very Sea-marke of my vtmost faile.’ 
Notin Or. Fr dnd. 

This Quarto is on the whole very well printed, and does not 
introduce many blunders of its own: the following are the most 
noticeable :— 

I. i, 32— 

‘“‘My parts, my Title, and my perfect foule 
Shall manifett my right by.” 
Qx and F1 me rightly. 

III. iii., 463— 

“ Witnefle the euer-burning lights aboue.” 
Ox and Ft you. 


1 Capell’s copy of Qi reads Coniured. Camb, Ed. 
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IV. i., 144— 
“So hangs, and o/s, and weepes vpon me.” 
Qxr and Fi “od. 
lank: Gyo — 
‘Hang her, I doe wot fay what the is”: 
Qi and Fr dut. 
In II.i., 204, the last two letters of drownd have been dropt, 
and in IV.i., 144, the last two letters of puds. 


This facsimile has been photographed from the copy in the 
King’s Library at the British Museum, by Mr. Praetorius. The 
few lines (1-iil., 359/395-65 Ll 1..920 1 V1 33) 005) nore 
be found in the Folio are marked * ; lines clearly faulty ¢ ; while 
< denotes the absence here and there of a few words to be 
found in the Folio.. The divisions, and line numbers are those 
of the “Globe” edition. The vignette on the title is not clear 
in the original, and is much worse in the facsimile. It is probably 
Juno, as the Goddess of Jealousy, driving two peacocks. 

HERBERT A, EVANS. 


vii. [FROM THE FOLIO: TRAGEDIES, P. 339.] 


The Names of the Actors. 


Ca) 
“Thello, she Moore. 
Brabantio, Father to 
ZG Defdemona, 
Caflio, ax Honourable Lieutenant. 
Iago, a Villaine. 


Rodorigo, 4 gull'd Gentleman. 
Duke of Venice. 


Senators. 

Montano, Gouernour of Cyprus. 

Gentlemen of Cyprus. 

Lodouico, avd Gratiano, two 
Noble Venetians, 

Saylors. 

Clowne. 


Defdemona, Wife to Othello. 
fEmilia, Wife to Iago. 
Bianca, a Curtezan. 
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THE 
Tragoedy of Othello, 


The Moore of Venice. 


eAs it hath beene diuerfe times aéted at the 
Globe, and atthe Black Friers, by 


hes Maiesties Ser nants. 


Written by VVilliam Shakelpeare. 


LONDON, 
Printed by 4. M, for Rechard Hawkins, and areto be fold at 
his fhoppcin esd ai neere Sergeants-Inne. 
63 Os 


The Tragedy of 
| ‘of Venice. 


Enter Jago and oderigo, 
Rod, Vih; Neuer tell me, I take it much vnkindly 
That thou who haft had my purfe, 
As ifthe ftrings were thine , fhould’fi know of this 

fag. But you'le not heare me, 
If ener I did dreame of fuch a matter , abhorre me, 

Roa. Thou toldft me,thou didft held him in thy hate, 

Jag. Defpife me if I doe not : three greatones of the Citry 
In perfonallfuite to make me his Licutenant, 
Oft capt cohim,andby the faithofman, 
I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place. 
But he, as louing his owne pride and purpofes, 
Euades them, watha bumbatt circamftance, 
Horribly ftuft with Bpithices of warre ; 
Non-fuits my Mediators: for certes, ( fayes he) 
Thaue already chofe my Officer, and what was he ? 
Forfooth,a great Arithmetitian , i 
One Afichael Cafsio,a Florentine, 
A fellow almoft dambd ina faire wife, 
That neuer fet a fquadron in the field, 
Nor the divifion of a Battell knowes, 
More then a Spinfter,voleffe che bookith Theorique, 
Wherin the tongued Confals can propofe 
As mafterly ashe : meere prattle without pradife, 
Is all his Souldier- fhip : but he fir had the eleion, 
And I, of whom his eyeshad feene the proofe, 
At Rhedes,at Cipres,and on other grounds, 
Chriftn’d and Heathen, mult be be-leed and calm’d, 
By Dcbitor and Creditor, this Counter-Cafter 
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32| He (i goodtime) mul his Leiutenant be, 
And I Sir (blefle the marke) his Moore fhips Ancient. 
Rod. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman. 
Teg. Bot ther's no remedy, 
Tis the curfc ef feruice, 
36| Preferment goes by letter and affeGion, 
Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire co the firft : 
Now fir be iudge your (elfe, 
Whether I, in any-ioft tearme am affin’d 
40\ tolouethe Moore? 
Rod. 1 would not follow him ther. 
Jag. O fir, c ntent you, 
I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him, 
We cannot all be mafters, nor all matters 
Cannot be truely followed, you fhall marke 
#4) Manyadutiousand knee-crooking knaue, 
That (doting dn his owne obfequions bondage) 
Weares out histime much like his mafters Affe, 
#8| Fornonght bar prouender, and when hec’s old cafhierd,, 
Whip mee {uch honeft knaues : 
Others there are, 
Who trim’d in formesand viffages of duty, 
Kec pe yet their hearts, atrending on themfclues, 
52| And throwing bot fhewes of ferutce on their Lords ; 
Doe well thrive by ’em, 
Aud wheu they haue lin’d their coates, 
Doe themfelues harrage, 
Thofe fellowes haue fome foule, 
And fuch a one dos I profefle my felfe,----for fir, 
56| Itisasfure as you are Roderrge, 
Were [the Moore, | would not be Jago: 
In following him, I follow but my felfe. 
HeauenJs my iudge, nor I, : 
59-601 For lou and duty, but feeming fo, for my peculiar end : - 
For when my optward a@ion doth demonttrate 
The native aG, and figure of my heart, 
Tn.coviplement externe, tis not long after, i 
Qe 


the Moore of Venice. 


But I will weare my heart ypon my flcene, 
For Dawes to pecke ar, 
Tam not whati am. 
Roa. Whata full fortane does the thicklips owe, 
Ifhe can carry’t thus? 
Jag, Call vp her father, 
Rowle him, make after him, poyfon his delight, 
-Prociaime him in the ftreer, incenfe her Kinfmen, 
And tho he ina fertile climate dwell, 
Plaguc him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy, 
Yet throw {uch changes of vexation out, : 
Asit may loofe fome colour, 
Rod, Here is her fathers houfe, He call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell, 
As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is {pied in populous Cities, : 
Red, What ho, Brabantio, Seignior Brabantio,ho, 
tage Awake, what ho, Brabantio, © 
Theeties, theeues, theeucs : | 
Looke to'yourhoufe, your Daughter, and your bags, 
Theeues, theeues. 


Brabantio at a window. 
Bra. What is the reafon of this rerrible fummons ? - 

Whar is the matter there? 

Red. Signior, is ali your family within? 

Jag. Are yourdoores lockt? ; 

Bra. Why wherefore aske youths? 

fag Sir youare robd, for fhame put on your gowne,, 

Your heart is burft, you haue loft halfe yourfoule, 

Euen now, very now, an oldblacke Ram 

Is cupping your white Ewe; arife,arife, 

Awake the {norting Citizens with the bell, ; 

Or eifethe Diuell will make a Grandfire of you, arife I fay. 
Bra. What, hewe you loft your wits? F 
‘Rod, Molt reverend Seignior, doe you know my yoice > — 
Bra. Not!, what are you?» 

.Rod, My nameis £oderigo, i 
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Bra, The worfe welcome, 
Thane charg’d thee not to haunt about my dores, 
In honeft plaineneffe, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughcer is not for thee;and now in madnes, 
Being full of fapper,and diftempering draughts, 
V pon malicious brauery, doft thou come 
To ftart my quiet ? 
Rod, Sir, fir, fir. 
Bra. Butthou muft needs be {ure 
My {pirit and my place haue in them power, 
To make this bitter to thee, 
Rod. Patience good fir 
Bra. What, tell'ttheu me of robbing ? this is Venice, 
My houfe isnot a graunge. 
Rod. Mott grave Brabantio, 
In fimple and pure foule I come to you. 
lag. Sir, you are one of thofe, that will not ferue God, if the 
Deuill bid you. Becaufe we come to doe you feruice, you thinke 
wee are Roffians, youle have your daughter couersd witha Barbary 
horfe ; yonle haue.your Nephewes neigh to you;youle haue Courfers 
for Coufens , and Gennets for Germans. 
Bra. What prophane wretch art thou? ’ 
Jag. Tam one fir, that cometotell you, your daughter, andthe 
Moore , are now making the Beaft with two backs. 
Bra, Thouart avillaine. 
Jag. ¥ ou are a Senator. 
Bra. This thou thalt anfwere, Uknow thee Redorigo. 
Rod. Sit,I will anfwere any thing : But I befeech you, 
Tf't be your pleafure, and moft wife confent, 
(As partly I findit-is) that your faire daughter 
At this od enen, and dull watch oth’ night, 
Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard 
But witha knane of common hite, a Gundelser, 
To the groffe clafpes of a lafcinious Moore ¢ 
‘If this be knowne to. you and your allowance, 
Wee then haue done vou bold and {fawcy wrongs? 
Rur if you know not this my mannets tell me, 
Wee haus your wrong rebuke : Do not beleene 


the Moore of Venice. 


That from the feufe of al cinilitie, 132 | 
X thus would play and trifle with your Renerence, 

Your daughter (ifyou haue not giuen her leane, 

I fay againe) hath made a groffe reuolt, | | 
Tying her duty, beautic, wit and fortunes, 136 
Io an extranagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Ofhere, and euery where : Straight fatisfie yont felfe ; 

If the be in her chamber, or your houfe, . 
Let loofe on me the Iuftice of the ftate, 140 
For thas deluding you. _ 

Bra. Strike onthe tinder, Ho: .. Msi 
Giue me a taper, call vp allmy people ; | 
This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 
Belcefe of it opprefies me already . | 
Light I fay, ligot. 

Jag. Fareweli, for Imuftleaue you, . 

It feemes not meet, nor wholefone to my place, 
To be produc’d (as if I ftay I thall,) 
Againitthe Moore, for I doe know the tate, 
(How cuer this may gaule him with fome checke) 
Cannot withfafery caft him, for hee’s imbark’d, 
With fuch loud reafon, tothe Cipres warres, 
(Which cuen now ftands in a) that for their foules,. 152 

- Another of his fathome, they haue none 
Tolead their bufineffe, in which regard; 
Tho I doe hatehim, as I doe hells paines, ; 
Yet for neceflity of prefent life, . 156 
T muft thew out a flag, and figne of love, 
Which is indeed but figne, that you thail furely find him 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed (earch, 


And there will [be with him. So farewell. 160 + 
Exit. 
Exter Brabantio a his night gowne, and fernants 
with T erches.: 


Bra, Itistootrue an euill, gone fheis, 
And what’sto come of my defpifed time, 
Is nought but bitternefle now Rederigo, 


- Where 
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Where didft thou fee her ? O vnhappy girle! 

With the Moore faift thou? who would be a father ? 
How didit thou kirov was fhe ? (O the deceines me 
Paft thought,) what {aid fhe to you? get more tapers, 
Raife ali my kindred, are they married thinke you? 

Rod, Truely I thinke they are. 

Bra. O heauen,how got fhe out? O treafot of the blood; 
Fathers from hence, trait nor your daughters mindes, 
By waat youve them a& : is there not charmes, 

By waich the property of youth and manhood 
May be abas’d ? have you not read Roiersgo, 
Offomefuch thing. 

Rod, Yes fir, | haue indeed. 

Bra. Call vp my Brotuer : O would you had had her, 
Some one way, fome another ; doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore? 

Rod. ¥ thinke I can difcouer him, if you pleafe 
To get good guard, and gos along with mee, 
Bra. Pray you lead on, at euery houfe Me call, 
I-may command at moft : get weapons ho, 
And raife fome fpeciall Officers of might: 
On good Rederiga, ile deferue your paymes. Exeunt. 


| 
| 
| 
Enter Ochetlo, Iago, and attendants with T orches. 
Isg, Thoinchs trade of warre, I haue flaine men, 
¥ et doe I held it very ftuffe o’th confcience, 
Todoe nocontriwd murther ; { lacke iniquity | 
Somnetimestoa doe me fernice : nine or ten times, | 
Thad thought to hane jerk’d him here, 
~ Vader the ribbes, 
Orh, Tis better as itis, 
Jag. Nav, bye he prated, : 
And fpoke fuch {cupuy and prouoking tearmes | 
Againft your Honor, char with the litele godiinefie I haue, 
Tdid full hard forbeare him : but I pray fir, 
Are you faft mirried ? For be {ure of this, | 
That the Magnifico is much beloned, 
| 
i 


And hath in his ¢fe&, a voyce potential, A 
As 


me 
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As double as the Dukes, he will dizorce you, 
Or put vpon you what reftraint, and grecuance, 
The law (with all his might, to iaforceiton,) 16 
Weele gine hin cable. — + 
Oth. Let him doe hisfpices 
My feruices which I haue done the Seigniorie, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints, tis yet to knew, 
Which when I know that boafting is an honour, 20 
I fhall promulgate, I fetch my life and being, 
From men of royall height,and my demerrits, 
May {peake ynbonneted as proud fortune + 
As this thacI haue reach’d ; for know Jago, 24 
But chat I loue the gentle De/demone, 
I would not, my vnhonfed free condition, 
Put into cicuum(cription and confine 
For the feas worth, Enter Caffio with lights, Offscers, 28 
But looke what lights come yonder? ana torches, 
Jag. Thefe are the raifed Father and his friends, 
You were beft goin. 
Oth, Not i, I mutt be found, : 
My parts, my Title, andmy perfe& foule, 
Shall manifett my right by : is ic they 2 32+ 
Jag. By JanueXthinkeno. - 
Orb. The fernants of the Duke, and my Leitstenant? 
The goodneffe of the night vpon you (friends, 
What is the newes ? 36 
Gaf, TheDuke does greet you (Generall,) 
And he requires your haft, poft-hait appearance, 
Euen on the inftant. 
Oth. What's the matter thinke you ? 
Caf. Something from Cipres, as} may diuine, 
Tt isa pufinefie of fome heate, the Galleyes 40 
Haue fent a dozen fequent meffengers 
This very night one at anothers heeles ¢ 
And many of the Confuls rais'd, andmet, 
Are at the Dukes already ; you haee bishotly eald for, |44 
When being not at your ee to be found, 
The Senate fent aboue three feucrall quefts 
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Tofearchyouout. 
Otb, Tis well I am found by you, . 
I will but {penda word here in the hovfe, and goe with you. 
Caf, Auncient, what makes he here ¢ 
Ia Faith he tonight, hath boordeda land Carria@, 
If ir prooue lawful prize, hee’s made for eucr. | 
Caf. 1 doe not voderftand. 
Ja Hee’s marricd. 
Caf. To whom. 


Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and others wish lights 
and Weapons. 

Ia, Marry to— Come Captains, will you goe2 

Oth. Ha’with you. 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke fer you. 

Ta. \tis Brabantio, Generall be aduifde, 

He comesto bad intent. 

Oth, Holla, ftand there. 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore, 

Bra, Downe with him thiefe. 

lag. You Roderigo, come fir, | am for you. 

Orh. Keepe vp your bright {words, for the dew will raft em, 
Good Seignior you fhall more command with yeares 
Then with your weapons, 

Bra. O thou foule theefe, where haft chou {towed my daughter ? 
Dambd as thou art, thou haft inchancedher, 

For [le referre meto all things of feale, 

(If fhe in chaines of magick were not bound) 
Whether a maide fo tender, faire, andhappy, 
So oppofire to marriage, that fhe fhund 

The wealthy curled darlings of our Nation 
Would cuer hane (to incurre a general mocke) 
Runne from her gatdage to the foaty bofome 


| Of fucha thing as thou? to fare, not to delight s 


Tudge me the world, if is not groffe in fenfe, 
That thou haft praétifd on her with foule charmes, 


Abufd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals, 
‘That weakens motion s Ve haue’t dilpuced on 5 
. Tis 
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Tis portable and palpable to thinking ; 
I therefore apprehend and doe attach thee, 
For an abafer of the world, a pra@ifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant. 
Lay hold vpon him, if he doe refift, 
Subdue him at his peril. 

Oth, Hold your hands, | 
Both you of my inclising, and the reft; 
Were it my cue to fight, | fhould haue known ie, 
Without a prompter, where will you that I goe, 
Toanfwere this your charge? 

Bra. To prifon, till fit time 
Of Law, and courfe of dire& Seffion 
Call thee to anfwer, 

Orh. Whatif I doe obey, 
How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 
Whofe Meffengers are heere about my fide, _ 
Vpon fome prefent bufineffe of the State, 
To beare me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 
TheDuke’s in Councell, and your noble felfe, 
I am fore is fent for. 

Brae How? the Duke inCouncell? _ 
In this time of the night ? bring him away ; 
Mine’s not an idle cau(e: the Duke himfelfe, 
Or any of my Brothers of the Stare, 
Cannot but feele this wrong, as twere their owne. 
| For if {uch a@ions, may hauc paffage free, 
Bondflanes,and Pagans fhalour Statcfmenbe. E-xenut. 


Enter Duke and Senators, fet at a Table, with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There is no compofition in thefe newes, 
That giues chem credit. 

1 Sena. Indeed they are difproportioncd, 
My letters fay,a hundred and {euen Gallies, 

Ds. and mine an hundred and fortye 

2 Sex, And mine two ee 
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But though they iumpe not on ¢ inf account, 
(As inthefe cafes, where they ayme reporte, 
Tis eft with difference, ) yet doe they al} confirme 
A Turkifh lect, and bearing yp to Gopres. 
Du. Nay, itis poffible enough to indgement : 
I doe not fo fecure me to the error, 
But the mayne Articie I doe approue 
In fearefull fenfe Enter 4 aMeffenger 
One withse, WWhat.ho, what ho, what bo ? 
Officer. Ameffenger froin the Galleys, 
Du Now, the bofinefic # 
Satlor, The Turkifs preparation makes for Rohdes, 
So was I bidreport here to the State, by Signior Angele, 
Du. How fay youby this change? 
Sena. This cannot be by no aflay of reafon— 
Tis a Pageant, 
To keepe vs in falfegaze: when we coufider 
The importancy of Cyprus tothe T urke : 
And let our felues againe, but ynderftand, 
That as it more concernes the 7 urkethen Rhodex, 
So may he with more facile queftion beare ir, 
For that ie ftands not in fuch warike brace,- 
Who altogether lacks th’abilities 
That Rhodes is dreft in : ifwe make thougtt of this, 
We mult not thinke the T’'«rbe ts fo ynskalfdt, 
To leaue chat lareft which oncernes him firfks 
NegieQing an atrempt of eafe and gaine, 
To wake and wage a danger profitleffe. 
Du. Nay, in alt confidence hee’s not for Rhodes. 
Officer, Here ismorenewes. Enter a2 Adeffenger. 
Atcf. The Ottomites, reverend and gratious, 
Steering with due courfe,cowardche Ifle of Rhedes, 
Hane there inioynted them with ari after flcete, 
1 Sena. 1,fol thought, how many, as you eucfie. 
eUef, OF 30. fails, and now they doe refterne 
Their backward courfe, bearing with fratike appearance 
Thefr purpofestowarcs (ypras : Seignior eAontane, 
Your-trufty and moft valians feruicor, 
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With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And prayes you to beleeve him. ; 
Dz. Tis certaine then for Cyprie, 
(Marcus Luccicos is not he in towne ? 
1 Sena. Hee’s now in Florence. 
De. Write from vsto him poft, poft haft difpatch. 


Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo, Iago, Caffio, 
Defdemona, and Officers. 


1 Sena. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore. 
Da. Valiant Orhele, we mutt {traite imploy you, 
Againft the general! enemy Ottoman ; 
I did not fee you, welcome gentile Seignior, 
We lackt your counfell, and your helpe to night. 
Bra. Sodid{ yours, good your Grace pardonme 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of ba‘ineffe 
Hath rais’d me-from my bed,not doth the general! care 
Take hold of me, for my particular gricfe, 
Is of fo floodgate and orebearing nature, 
That it engluts and {wallows other forrowes, 
And it is ftill it felfe. 
Du, Why, whats the matter ? 
Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 
All, Deade 
Bra. ltome: 
She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted, 
By {pels and medicines, bought of Mountebanckes, 
For nature fo prepofteroufly toerre, 
(Being not deficient, blind or lame of {enfe, ) 
Sans witchcraft could not. 
Du. Whe ere he be, that inthis foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of herfelfe, 
And you of her, the bloody booke of Law, 
You fhall your felfe, read in the bitter letrer, 
After its owne fenfe, yea tho our proper fonne 
Stood in your action. 
Bra. Humbly I thanke your areas 
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Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither bronghe. 

Al, Weare very forry for’t. 

Ds. What in your owne part can you fay to this? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Molt potent, grauc, and reuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approou’d good Matters : : 
That I haue tane away this old mans daughter, 

Tt 1s moft erie : crue, 1 haue married her, » 
‘The very head and front of my offending, 
Hath thisextent, no more. Rude! am in my {peach, 
Andlittle-bleft with the fer phrafe of peace, 
For fince thefe armes of mine had feuen yearcs pith, 
Till now fome nine Moones watted, they haae vs’d - 
Their deare ft a@ion in the tented field ; 
Andlittie of this great world can I {peake, 
More then pertaines to feates of broyles, and battaile, 
And thercfore little fhall I grace my caufe, 
In fpeaking tor my ftife ; yet by your gratious patience, 
I woulda round ynrauih’d tale deliuer, 
Of my whole courfe of louc, what dings, what charmes, 
What coninration, and what mighty Magicke, 
(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d withall :) 
I wonne his Daughter. 
Bra. Atnaiden neuer bold, _ 
Of fpirit fo ftill and quiet, that her motion 
Biufhe at her felfe : and the in fpight of nature, 
Ofyeares, of Countrey, credit, eucry thiag, 
To fall in loue with what fhe fear’d to looke on? 
Itisa indgement maimd, and molt imperfea, 
Thae will confedic, perfe@ion fo would erre 
Againft all rules of Nature, and muft bedriuen 
To findont praifes of canning hell, 
Why this fhould be, I therefore vouch againe, 
That with fome mxtares powerfull ore the blood, 
Or with fome dram conur'dto this effect, 
He wrought vpor her. 
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Dw. Towouch thisisnoproofe, 
ithout more certaine and more ouert teft.. 
Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods, 108 
Of moderne feemings, you preferre again him. 
1 Sena, But Othebs{peake, 
Did you by indire& and foreedcourfes, 
~ Subdue and poifon this young maides affc@ions? ie 
Or came it by requeft, and (uch faire qaeftion 
As foule to foule affordeth 2 4 
Oth, Udoe befeech you,. 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her {peake of me before her Father; 16 
Ifyou doe finde me foule in her report, - 
The truft, the Office, I doe hold of you, 
Not onely take away, but let your {entence 
Euen fall vpon my life. ; ; 120 
Du. Fetch Defdemorna hither. Extunt to or three, 
Orb. Ancient condu& them, you beft know the place 5. 
And till fhe come, as truely as to heanen . 
1 doe confeffe the vices of my bloud, 
So inftly to your graue eares-Tle prefent, . 124 
How I did thriue ia this faire Ladyes loue, 
And fhe in mine, 
Da. Say it Othello. 
Oth. Her father loued me, oft invited me,. 128 
Still quettioned me the {tory of my life; 
From yeare to yeare,the battailes,(Ciges, fortunes 
That I haue paft : di age 
Tran it through, euen from my boyifh dayes, 182 
Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it : 
Wherein I (pake of moft difaftrous chances, 
Of moouing accidents, by flood and field ; 
Of haire-breadth {capes ith’ imminent deadly breach; 136 
Of being taken by the iofolent foe, | 
And foldto flauery ; of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my trauells kiftorie ; | 
Wherein of Antars vaft, and Defarts idle, 140 
Rough quaries, rockes and hils, whofe heads touch heauen, 
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Je was my hint to fpeake, fuch was my proceffe: 
And of the Cannibals, that each other eate ; 

The ent hropophagie, and men whofe heads 

Doe grow beneath their fhoulders : thefe to heare, 
Would Defdemonaferioufly inclire 

But {till the houfe affaires would draw her thence, 
Which euer as fhe could with haft dilpatch, 

Shee’d cone againe, and witha greedy eare — 
TJevoure up my difcourfe ; which I obferuing, 
Tooke onee a plyant houre, and found good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earneft heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcells the had fomething heard, 

But not intentiuely, I did confent, 

And often did beguile her of her teares, 

When I did {peake of fome diftresfull ftroake 

That my youth futtered : my ftory being done 5 

She gane me for my paines a world of fighes; 

She {wore I faith twas ftrange, twas pafsing ftrange ; 
Twas pittifull, cewas wonderous p:ttifull ; 

She wifht fhe had not heardit, yet the wifht 

That hezuen bad made her fuch aman: fhe thanked me, 
And bad me if I bad a friend that loued her, 

I fhould but teach him how to tell my ftory, 

And that woald woe her. Vponthis heate 1 {pakes 
She lou’d me for the dangers I had paft. 

And Iton’dher that fhe did piety them. 

This onely is the wicchcraft I haue vs'd: 

Here comes the Lady, 

Let her witnefle it. 


Enter Defdemona, Tago, and the reff. 

Du, I thinke this tale would win my daughterto;— 
Good Brabantio,take vp this mangled matter at the belt, 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then thei: bare hands: 

Bra, 1 pray you heare her fpeake, 

Iffhe confefft that fhe was halfe che wooer, 
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Deftrudtion light on me, if my bad blame 
Light ontheman. Come hither gentle miftreffe s 
Doe you perceiue in all this noble company, 
Where moft you owe obedience 2 

Def. My noble father, 

I doc perceiue here a deuided duty : 
Toyou I am bound for life and education 5 
My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refpe& you, you are the Lordof dury, 
Tam hitherto your daughter, But heere’s my husband : 
And fo much duty as my mother thewed 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I chalfenge,thae I may profeffe, 
Dueto the Moore my Lord. 
Bra, Godbu’y, I hadone : 
Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State affaires , 
I had rather toadopta child then get its 
Come hither Moore : 
There doe giue thee that, withall my heart, 
Which but thow haft already, wich all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake (Iewell,) 
Iam gladat foule, I haue no other childe, 
For chy efcape would reach metyraony, 
Te hang clogs on em, I haue done my Lord, 

Du Let me fpeake like your {elfe,and lay a fentence 
Which asa greefe or hep may helpe thefe loucrs 
Into yout favour, 

When remedies are paft,the griefes are ended, 

By (ecing the worlt,which late on hopes depended, 
Tomourne a mulcheife that is paft and gone, 

Is the next way to draw more mi(chiefe on: 

Whar cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes, 
Paticnce her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’dthat finiles, fteales fomething from the thiefe, 
He robs himfelfe,that {pends a booteleffe gricfe, 

Bra. So let the Tarke, of Cyprus vg beguile, 
We lofe it not to long as we can (mile ; 

He beares the fentence well that nothing beares, 
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But the free comfort which from thence he heares e 

Bat he beares bath the fentence and the forrow, 

That to pay gricfe, muft of poore patience borrow. 

Thefe fentences tofugar, or to gall, 

Being {trong on both fides,are equiuocall : 

But words are words,I neuer yet did heare, 

That the bruis’d hcare was pierced throvgh the care. 

Befeech you now, to the affaires of the ftate. ‘ 
Da. The Turke with molt mighty preparation makes for Cyprus : 

Orhbello,che fortitude of the place, is belt knowne to you,and tho we 

haue there a Subftitute of moft allowed fufficiency yet opinion, a fo~ 

ueraigne miltreffe of cffc&ts,tht owes a wore fafer voyceon yous you 

mu{t thereforebe content to flubber the gloffe of your new fortunes, 


Orh. The tyrant cuftome,moft graue Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and ftecle Cooch of warre, 
My thrice-driuen bed of downe: I doe agnize . 


I find in hardnefle,and doe vadertake 
This prefent warre againft the Ortomstes : 
Mofi humbly therefore, bending to your State, 
I crave fit difpoficion for my wife, 
Due reference of plzce and exhibition, 
With fuch accomodation and befort, 
As leueis with her breeding. 
Du. Ifyou pleafe, bee’t at her fathers. 
Bra, Uenothaue it fo. 
Oth, Nor l. 
Def. Nor J, I would not there refide, 
To put my father in impatient thoughts, 
By being in his eye : moft gracious Duke, 
To my vnfolding lend a gracious eare, 
And let me find a charter in your voy ces 
Tatsift my Gmplenefle.— 
Du. What would you Defdemona? 
Def. That I did lone the Moore toliue withhim, 
My downe right violence,and ftorme of Fortunes, 
May trumpet tothe world: my hearts{ubdued, 
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Ewen to the very qualitie ofmy Lord: 

Ifaw Oshelloes vilage in his minde, 

And to his Honors. and his valiant parts 

Did I my foule and fortunes confecrate, 

So that deare Lords, if i be left behinde, 

A Mothof peace, andhe goe to the warre, 
The rites for which | louehim,are bereft me, 
Anda heauy interim fhalifupport, 

By his deare abfence: let me goe with him. 

Oth. Your voyces Lords: befeech you let her will 
Haue a free way : 

Youch with me heauen, I therefore beg it not 

To pleafe the palat of my-appetite, 

No tocomply withbeate,the young affeGs 

In my defund, and proper fatistaGion, 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind, 

Aad heauen defend your good fonies chat you thinke 
I will your ferious and good bufineffe fcant, 

For fhe is with me;-—no, when light wingd toyes, 
And feather’d Cupid foyles wich wanton dulaeffe, 
My {peculatiue and aQuue inftruments, 
That my difports corrupt and taine my bufineffe, 
Let hufwiues make a skeliec of my Helme, 

And all indigne and bafe aduerfities, 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Du. Be it,as you fhail priuacely derermiae, 
Eyther for her ftay or going, che affaire cryes hat, 
And fpeed matt anfwere,you muit hence to night. 

Def. Tonight my Lord? 

Du. Thisnight. Oth, Withalimy heart. 

Du. At nine ith morning here weel meet againe. 

Orhello, leaue fome officer behind, 
Andhe fhall our Commiffion bring to you, 
Withfuch things elfe of quality andrefpea, 
As doth import you. ; 

Orh, Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

- Aman he isofhonefiy andtruft, _ 
To his conueyance I alsigne my wes 
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With what elfe needefull your good Grace fhail thinke, 
To be fentafter me. 
Da. Let itbefo: 
Good night to every one, andnoble Scignior, 
If vertne no delighted beauty lacke, 
Your Son in law is farre more faire then blacke, 

1 Sena, Adieu brauc Moore, vlc Defdemona well. 
Bra, Looke to her Moore,if thou haft eyes to fee, 
She has deceiud’dher father, andmay thee. Exeune, 

Oth. My life ypon her faith. Honeft Jago, 

My Defdemona mutt I leaue tothee, 

I prethee let thy wife attendon her, 

And bring her after in che beft aduantage ; 
Come Defdemona, I haue but an houre 

OF loue, of worldly matters and direGion, 
To {pend with thee,we muft obey the time. 

Red, Iago. Exit Aoore and Tye{demona. - 

Jag. What faift chou noble heart? 

Rod. What will i doe thinkft thou? 

jag. Why goe to bed and fleepe, 

Red, Twillincontincntly drowne my felfe. 

Jag. Well if thou doc ft, | thal neuer loue theeafter it, 

Why thou filly Gentleman. 

Red. Ic is (illineffe to liue, when to liue isa torment, and chen we 
haue a prefcription,to dye when death is our Phyfirian. 

Jag. O villanous, I ha look’d vpon the world for foure times fee 
uen yeares, and fince I could diftinguifh betweene a benefit, and an 
iniury, 1 never found aman thac knew how to lone him(elfe: ere I 
would fay I woulddrowne my felfe, for che love of a Ginny Hen, I 
wou'd change my humanity witha Baboone. 

Red. What fhouldI doe? I confefl2 iz is nay fhame to be fo fond, 
but it isnot in my vertue toamend it. 

Jag. Wertue, a fig, tis in ourfelues, that wee are thus, orthus, 
our bodies are gardens,to the which our wills are Gardiners, fo that 
if we will plant Netcles,or fow Lettice fer Ifop, and weed vp Time; 


fopply it with one gender of hearbes, oc diftrad it with many ¢ei- 


ther to haue it ferrill with idienefle, or manur’d withindnftry, why 
the power,and corragible authority of this, lics in.our-wills, If che 
bal. 
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ballance of our lives had not one fcale of reafon, to poife another of 
fenfuality ; the blood and bafeneffe of our natures, would condu@ 
|vs to moft prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon to coole 
out raging motions, eur carnall {tings, our vnbitted lufts; whereof 
Ltake this, that you call loue to be a fe, or fyen, 
Rod. It cannot be. 
fag Itismeerely a lnft of the blood,and a permiffion of the will: 
Come, be aman; drowne thy felfe? drowne Cats and blinde Pup». 
pies: I profeffe me thy friend, and I confeffe me knit to thy defer- 
ving, with cables of perdarable toughneffe ; 1 could neuer better 
fteede thee thennow. Put moncy in thy purfe; follow thefe warres, 
defeate thy fauour with an vfurp'd beard; I fay put moncy in thy 
purfe, It cannotbe, that Defdemona fhould long continue her foue 
ynto the Moore,—put money in thy purfe,—nor he his to her; i 
was 4 violent commencement, and thou fhalt fee an anfwerable fe- 
queftration : put but money inthy parfee—Thefe Moores are chan: 
geable in their wills: —fill thy purfe with money. The food thatto 
him now is as lufhious as Locufts, thal! be to-him fhortly as bitter as 
Coloquintida: She mult change for youth, when thee is fared wich 
hisbody, fhee will finde the error of her choyce; fhee muft hawe 
change, fhe muft. Therefore put money in thy purfe: 1f thou wilt 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning 5 
make allthe money thou canft. If fan@imony, anda fraile vow, be- 


twixt an erring Barbarian, & a {uper-fubtle Venerian,be not toohard 
for my wits, and ali the tribe.of hell, thou fhalt enioy her ; therefore: 


make money ,—a pox a drowning, tis cleane out of the way 3 feeke 
thow.rather to be hang’d in compa(sing thy ioy, then to be drowned, 
-and goe without her. 
. Rod. Wilttheu he faft to my hopes, if I depend on the iffue ? 
Jag.. Thou art fure of me—goe, make money— thaue told thee 


often, and I telithee againe, andagaine, I hate the Moore, my caale. 


is hearted, thine has no lefle reafon, let vs be coniun@iue in our re~ 


uenge againft him: [i thoucanft cuckold hi, thou doeft thy felfe & 


pleafure, mea (port. There are many euents in the wombe of Time, 
which willbe delinered. Trauerie, goe, prouide thy money,we will 
_ hane more of this to morrow, adicu. 
Rod, Where hall we meet ’th morning ?- 


¢ } J i 
Jag At my lodging en oF 
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Rod. Ile be with thee betimes. 
Jag Goto,farewell:—doe you heare R odeviga? 
Red, What fay you? 
Tag. No more of drowning,doe you heare ? 
Rod, 1am chang’d, {le goe feli all my fand. 
Exist Rederigo, 
Jag. Thus doe [ euer make my foole my purfe 
For I mine owne gain’d knowledge fhould prophane 
If I would time expend with fuch a fripe, 
But for my {port and profit: I hate the Moore, 
And it is thought abroad, that twixt my fheetes 
Ha’s done my office; I know not,ift be truae— 
Yer I, for meere fulpition in that kind, 
Willdoe,as if for furety ; he hoids me well, 
The better fhall my purpofe worke on him. 
Cafsio’s a proper man, let me (ce now, 
To get this place,andto plume vp my will, 
A double knauery—how, how, —let me fee, 
After fome time.to abafe Orheloc’s eare, 
That he is too familiar with his wife : 
He has a perfon and a {mooth difpofe, 
To be fufpe&ed, fram’d to make women falfe 
The Moore is of a free and open nature, 
That thinkes men honett,thac but feemes to be fos 
And will as tenderly be led bith’ nofe—as Afles are: 
Tha’, it is ingender’d: Hell andnight 
Matt bring tais monftrous birth tothe worlds light. Exit. 


Aélw 2. Scena 1. 


Enter Montanio, Goxernor of Cyprus, with 
tio other Gentlemen. 


Montano. 


2 Vy fromthe Cape can you difcerne at Sea ? 


1 Gent. Nothing ac all, it isa high wrought food, 


- ¥cannot twist the heauenand the may fie 
-Defcry a faile. Mon, 


the Moore of Venice. 


(Mon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 


A fuller blaft nere fhooke our battlements : 
Ifit ha ruffiand fo vpon the fea, 


What ribbes of Oake, when mountaine melt on them, 
Can hold the morties,—What fhall we beare of this? 


2 Gent. A fegregation of the Turksfh fleete : 
For doe but ftand vpon the foaming fhores 
The chiding billowes feemes to pelt the cloudes, 


The wind thak’d {urge with high and monftrous mayne, 


Seemes to caft water onthe burning Beare, 
And quench the guards of th’euer fired pole, 
I neuer did like moleftation view, 

On the enchafed flood, 

eMon, lf thatthe Turkifh Fleete 
Be not infhelter’d,and embayed,they are drown’d, 
It is impofsible tobeare it out, 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. Newes Lads, your warres are done: 
The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the T urke; 
That their defigment halts; 

A Noble thippe of Venice, 
Hath feene a grievous wracke and {ufferarce 
On moft part of their Fleete. 

Mon. How, is this true 2 

3 Gen The fhippe ishere put in: 

A Veronefla, Afichael Caftio, 
Leiutenant tothe warlike Moore Otkefs, 
Is come a fhore : the Moore himfelfe at Sea, 
Andis in full Commifsion here for Cyprus. 

Mo, Yam glador’e, tis a worthy Gouernour. 


Gen. But this fame (a/sé0,tho he {peake of comfort, 


Touching the T urksfh loffe,yet he lookes fadly, 


And prayesthe Moore be fafe.for they were parted, 


With foule and violent Tempeft. 
Aon. Pray heauen he be : 
For I hane feru’d him,and the man commands 
Like a full Soldier : 
Lets to the fea fide, ho, 
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Aswellto {ee the veffell thats come in, 

As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello, 

Euen till we make the Maine and th’Ayre all blue, 
An indifting regard, 

3 Gent. Come, let's doe fo, 

For euery minute is expectancy . 

Of morearrivance. Enter Cathe. 
Caf. Thankes to the valiant of this Ifle, 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the heauens 

Giuc him defence aga:nft their Elements, 

For IJ haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 

eMon. Is he well fhipt? 

Caf. His Barke is ftoucly tinberd,andhis Piiote 
Of very expert and approu dallowance, 

Therefore my hope’s (not furfetted to death ) 
Stand in bold cure Exter aeMeffenger. 

Mef, A faile,a faile, a faile. 

Caf. What noyfe? 

Mef. The Towne is empty, onthe brow o’th fea, 
Stands ranckes of people, and they cry a fayle. 

Caf. My hopes doe thape him for the gouernement. 

2 Gen, They doe difcharge the fhot of courtefie, 
Our friend at leait. A fhot. 

Caf. I pray you fir goe forth 
Andgiue vs truth, who tis that is arriu’d. 

2 Gent, 3 fhall. Exit. 

Mon, But good Leiucenant, is your Generall wiw’d? 

Caf. Mott fortunately, he hath atchieu'da maide, 
That parrag ons defcription, and wild fame ; 

One thatexcells the quirkes of blafoning pens ; 

And in che effzatiall veltureot cregtion, 

Does beare an excetlency :—now, whohasput in? 
Enter 2 Gentleman, 

2 Gent. Tis one Jego, Ancient tothe Generall ; 
He has hed moft fauourable and happy {peede, 
Tempefts themfelues, high feas, and howing winds, 
The guttered rockes, and congregaredfands, - 
Traitors colteep’d, to clog the guiltlefle Keele, 


the “Af oore of Venice. 


As having [enfe of beauty, do omit 
Their common natures, letting goe fafely by 
The diuine Defdemona, 

Mon, What is fhe? 

Caf. She that I {pake of, our great Captaines Captaine, 
Left inthe conduc of the bold Jago, 
Whofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights {peede—great Joue Orhelle guard, 
And fwell his fatle with chine owne powerfull breath 
That he may bleffe this Bay with his tall fhippe, ; 
And fwiftly come to Defdensona’s armes. 


Linter Defdemona, Iago, Emilla, and Roderigo. 
Giue renewd fire, 
To our extinced {pirits : 
And bring all Cyprus comfort,—O behold 
The riches of the fhip is come on fhore. 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her haue your knees : 
Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of heauen, 
B¢fore,behinde thec,and on euery hand, 
Enwheeletheeround. _ 

Def. (thanke you valiant (4/sie : 
What tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 

Caf. He isnot yet arriued,nor know |! oughr, 
But that hee’s well, and will be fhortly heere. 

Def. O but I feare z—how loft you company? 
[within | A faile, a fale, 

Caf. The great contention of the fea and skies 
Parted our fellow fhip-: but harke, a faile. ( 

2 Gent. They give their greeting to the Citadel, 
This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. See for the newes : 
Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome Miftreffe, _ 
Let it not gall your patience, good Jo, | 
That I extend my manners, tis my breeding, 
That giues me this bold fhew of courtefie. 

lag. Sir, would the give you fo nuch ofher lips, 
As of her tongue fhe has beftow os on me, 
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You'd haue enough. 
Def. Alas! the has no fpeach, 
Jag. Infaith too much : 
I find ic ftill, for when I ha leauc to flee pe, 
Mary, before your Ladihhip I grant, 
She puts her tongue alitele in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 
Em. You ha little canfe to fay fo. 
lag. Come on,come on,youare Pictures out of dores - 
Bells in your Parlors ; Wildcats in your Kitchins . 
Saints in your iniuries : Dinelis being offended : 
Plavers in your houfewifery; and houfewiues in your beds. 
Def. O fie vpon thee flanderer, 
Jag. Nay,ir ts true,or elfe Lama T urke, 
You rife to play, and goe to bed to worke. 
Em. You thall not write my praife. 
Jag. No,let me not. 
Def, What wouldét thou write of me, 
If thou thouldft praife me ? 
jeg. O gentle Lady, doe not put me to’r, 
For 1am nothing, if not criticall, 
Def. Come oa, aflay—there’s onc gontothe Harbor? 
Jag. 1 Madam. 
Def. \ amnot merry, but I dos beguile 
The ching I am, by feeming otherwife : 
Come, how wouldft thou praife me e 
jeg. Lamabout it, but indeed my inuention 
Comes from my pate,as birdlime does from freeze, 
Ie plucks our braine and all : buemy Mute labors, 
And thus the is delivered : 
If fhe be faire and wife, faireneffe and Wit ; 
Tbe one’s for ufe, the other vfeth te. 
Def. Wellprais’d : how if fhe be black and witty ? 
Jag, Uf fhe be blacke, and thereto bane a wit, 
Shee'l finde a white, tbat fhall her biackyeffe fit. 
Def. Worle and worfe, 
Em. How if faire and foolith? 


lag. She neuer yet was fooli{h, that was faire, ps 


; 


the SM oore of Venice. 


For-exten her folly helpt her to an Heive. 


‘Def. Thefe are old parodoxes,to make fooles laugh i'th Alehoule: 


Whit miferable praifehaft thou for her, 
That’s foule and foolifh? 
lag. There's none fo foule, and foolifh thereunto,. 
But does foule prankes, which faire and wife ones doc. 
Def: O heauy ignorance, that praifesthe worft beft : but what 


praife couldft thou beftow on a deferuing woman indeed ? one, that 


inthe authority of her merits, did iuftly put on the vouch of very 
malice it felfe ? 

Jag. She that Was ener fatre, and nener proxd, 
Had tongue at will, and yet was nener lowd, 
Newer lacke gold, and yet went nener gay, 
Fled from her with, and yet faid, now I may: 
She that being angred, ber renenge being nigh, 
Bad ker wrong flay, and her difpleafure Pp 3 
She that sn wifedome, neuer was fo fraile, 
To change the Codfhead for the Salmons taile: 
She that could thinke, and ne've difclofe her minde, 
See Suters following, and not looke behinde : 
She was a wight, (sf ener fuch wight were,) 

Def. Todoe what ? 

lag To fuckie fooles, and chronicle frnall Beere. 

‘Def. O moktiame and impotent conclofion: . 
Doe not learne of him Eywilla,thohe be thy husband: 
How fay you Cafsio, is he nota moft prophane and liberal 
Counfellour ? 

Caf. He {peakes home Madam, you may rellith bim 
More inthe Souldier then in the Scholler. 

Jag He takes her by the palme ; I well fed, whifper ; with as 
litcle a webbe as this, will I enfnare as great 4 Flic as Ca/sio. I {mile 

mher, doe: I will catch you in your own courtthip : you fay true, 

tis fo indeed. Iffuch trickes as thefe {trip you out of your Lesure- 
nantry, ithad been better you had nor rift your three fingers {0 oft, 
which now againe, you are moft apt to play the firin: very good, 
well kift,and excellent courtefie ; tis fo indeed : yet againe,your fin- 
gers at your lips? would they were Clifterpipes for your fake. 


The Moore, | know his Trumpet. Trun:pet within. 
Dz «Enter 
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Enter Othello, and Attendants. 
Caf Tis truely fo. 
Def, Lets meet him,and receine him. 
Caf. Loe, where he comes, 

Oth. Omy faire W arriour. 

Def. My deare Othelle. 

Oth. ic giues me wonder, great as my content, 
To fee you here before me s O my foules joy, 
If after euery tempelt,come fuch calmeneffe, 
May the winds blow,tillthey haue wakened death; 
And let the labouring Barke clime hilles of feas, 
Olympus high,and duck againe as low, 
As hell’s from heaucn; If ic were now to dye, 
T’were now to be moft happy, for I feare 
My foule hath her content fo abfolute, 
That nor another comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fare. 

Def. The heauens forbid, 
But that our loves and comforts fhould increale, 


-Euen as our dayes doc grow. ' 


Orth. Amen tothat, (weet Powers; 
I cannot fpeake enough of this content, 
Tt ftops.me here, it is too much of ioy : 
And chis,andthis,the greateft difcordhe, & fe, 
Thac ere our hearts fhall make. 

Jag. ©, you are well tund now, 
But ile fer downe the pegs, that makes this mufique, 
As honelt asI am. 

Oth. Come, let vs tothe Caftles 
Newesfriend ,our wars are done,the T urks are dre 
How dos my old acquaintance of this I fle? 
Honny, you fhal! be weli defir din Cyprss ; 


I haue found great toue amongft them: O my {weet: 


I prattle out of fafhion,and I dote, 

Inmine ewne comforts : i prethee good Jaga, 
Goe tothe Bay, and difimbarke my Coffers ; 
Bring thou the Mafter tothe Citadel : 

He is a good one, and his worthineffe, 


Does 


the Moore of Venice. 


Does challenge mach refpe&s come Defdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprsas. Exeunt, 

Jag. Doe thon meet oie prefently at the Harbour : come hither, 
I thou beeft valiant, (as they fay. bafe men being in louc, hane then 
a Nobiliry in their natures, more then ts native to them, )—lift me, 
the Leiutenane to night watches on tke Court of Guard: firft I will 
telltheethis, De/demana is dire@ly tn loue with him. 

Rod, With him ? why tis not poffible. 

Jag. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy foule be inftrnQed: marke 
ge, with what violence fhe fir ft lou'd the Moore, but for bragging, 
and telling her fancafticall lies; and will the loue him ftill for pra~ 
ting ? fet not the difcreet héart thinke ic, Hereye malt be fed, and 
what delight fhall fhe hauc tolooke on the Diueli? When the blood 
is made dull with che a& of {port, there fhould be a game to inflame 
it,and pine facicty a frefh appetite, Louelines in fauour,fympathy 
in yearcs, manners, and beauties; all which the Moore is defe&iue 
in ¢ now for want of thefe requir’d conueniences, her delicate ten- 
derneffe wilt find it felfe abus’d, beginne to heaue the gorge, difrelifh 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will inftrud her toir, andcom. 
pell her tofome fecond choyce: Now fir, this granted, asit is mofk 
pregnant and vnforced pofition, who ftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsto does? a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confcionable, then in putting on the meere forme of ciuill and hue 
mane feeming, for the better compalsing of his fait and moft hidden 
loofe affeAions: Afubtle flippery knaue, a finder out of oceafions ; 
that hasan eye, can ftampe and counterfeit aduanrages, tho truc 
aduantage neuter prefent it {clfe. Befides, the knaue 1s handfome, 
yong andivath all thofe requifites in him chat folly and green mindes 
looke after; a peftilent compleat knaize, and the woman has found. 
him already. 

: Red, I cannot belecue that in her, fhee’s full of molt bleft con- 
ition. 

Jag. Blett figsend: the wine the drinkes is made of gtapes: if 
fhe had been blcit, fhe would never haue lou’dthe Moore. Didft 
thou not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? did’ft noc marke 
that / 

Rod. Yes,but that was but courtefiec. 

{4g. Lechery, by this hand : an Index and obfcure proleguese 
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The Tragedy of Othello 


the hiftory, of luft and foule thoughts: they met fo neere with their 
lips, that their breathes embrac’d together, villanous thoughts, when 
thefe mutualities fo marfhall che way ; hand at hand comes Rederigo, 
the mafter and the maine exercife, the incorporate conclufion. .But 
fir, be you rul’d by me, I haue brought you from Venice ; watch you 


to night, for command Ile lay’t ypon you, Ca/sie knowes you 
not, Ile not be farre from you, doe you finde fome occafion to anger 
Cafszo, either by {peaking too loud, or tainting his difcipline, or 
from what other courfe you pleafe ; which the time fhall more fauo- 
rably minifter. 

Red. Well: 

Jag. Sir he is rafh,and very (uddaine in choler, and haply with his 
Trunchen may ftrike at you ; provoke him that he may, for euen out 
of that, will! caufethefe of Cyprus to mutiny, whofe qualification 
fhall come into no truc talte again'c, but by the difplanting of Cafsio: 
So fhal! you haue a fhorter iourney to your defires, by the meanes I 
fhall then haue to prefer them,&& the impediment molt profitably re- 
mou'd, without which there were no expeGation of our profperity. 

Rod, I willdoe this, if can bring it zo any opportunity. 

Jag. I warrantthee, mect me by and by ac the Citeadell ; I mut 
ferch his neceffaries a fhore.— Farewell. 

Red, Adue. Ext. 

Tag. That Cafsio loues her,I do well belecue ie ; 
That fheloues him, tis apt and of great credit; 
The Moorc howbe’, that J indure him nor, 

Ts of a conftant,noble,loug nature 5 

And ] dare tainke,hee’le proue to Defdemona, 
Amott deere husband; now I doe loue her too, 
Not out cf abfolute luit, (tho peraduenture, 

I ftandaccomptant for as great a fin, ) 

But partly lead to diet my revenge, 

For that I doe fulpe& the lnftfull Moore, 

Hath leap’ into my (car,the thought whereof 
Dothlike a poifonous minerall gnaw my inwards; 
And nothing can,nor fhall content my foule, 
Till Tam euen’d with hin, wife for wife ; 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moore, 

At leaft, intoa icaloufie fo ftrong, 


— 


the Moore of Venice. 


That tudgement can not cure ; which thing to doe, 
If this poore trath of Venice, whom | trace, 
For his quicke hunting, ftand the puting on, 
Tle have our eAdichael Cafsio on the hip, 
Abufe him to the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 
(For I feare Cafsio, with my night cap to) 
Make the Moore thanke me,louc me,and reward me, 
For making him egregioufly an Affe, 
Aad prac:fing vpon his peace and quiet, 
Euento madneffe : — tis heere,but yet confus'd ; 
Knaueties plaine face is neuer feene, till vs'ds 
Exit 
Enter Othello’s Herauld, reading 2 Proclamation, 


Tris Orkelo’s pieafare, our nobic and vatiant Generall, that vpon 
certaine tidings now arrived, importing the meere perdition of the 
T urkifh Fleece ; thaceuery man put him(cifc inco triumph; fome to 
dance, fome make bonefirs; each man ro what fpore and Reuelshis 
addidtion leades him; for beftdes thefe beneficiali newes, it is the cen 
Jebration of his Nuptialls ; So much was his pleafure thoald be pro- 
claimed, All Offices are open,and there is full liberty ,from this pre- 
fent hoare of fiue,rill che bell hath told eleuen. Heauen bicfle the Mle 
of Cypras,and our noble Gencrall Orhello, 


Enter Othello, Caffio, and Defdemona. 


Orh. Good Michael looke you tothe guard to night, 
Lets teach our felues chat honourable itoppe, 
Not co out{port di(crerion. 
Caf. Iago hath dire&ion what to doe : 
But notwithftanding, with my perfonall eye 
WillLlooke roe. 
Orb. Jago is moft honekt : 
Michael goodnight, to morrow with your earlicft, 
Let me hane fpeech with you, come my deare loucs 
The purchafe made, che fruits are to enfue, 
That profits yce to come twixt me and you, 
(od ails Exit Othello ad Defdemona. 
Enter 


316 


320 


Iii. 


BN 


2S 


36 


40 


sede 


48 


The Tragedy of Othello 


Enter Jago. 

Caf. Welcome Iago, we muft to the watch. 

Tag. Not this houre Leiutenant, tis not yet ten aclock: our Ge- 
merall ca{t vs thus early for the loue of his De/demona,who let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with her 
and the 1s {port for Joxe, 

Caf, She isa moft exquifite Lady. 

Jag. And Ile warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indced the is a moft frefh and delicate creature. 

fag Whatan eye the has? 

Me thinkes it founds a parly of prouocation. — 

Caf. Aninuiting eye, and yet me thinkes right modeft, 

Jag. And when the fpeakes, tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf. She is indeed perfeGtion. ‘ 

Jag, Well, happineffe to their fheetes——-come Leiutenant, I 
haue a ftope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure tothe health of the blacke 
Othello. 

Caf. Not tonight, good Jago; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking : I could well with courtefie would inuent fome 


other cuftome of enrertainement. 


Tage Othey are our friends,—but one cup; He drinke for you, 
Caf. Lhadrunke but one cup tonight,and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innouation ic makes here: J am vnfor- 
tunatc inthe infirmity, and dare not taske my Weakeneffe with avy 
more. 
Jag. What man, tis anight of Reuells,che Gallants defire it. 
— Caf. Where are they 2 
Jag. Here at the dore,! pray you call them in, 
Caf, He do’r, but it diflikes me. Exit. 
Tag. If Y can faften but one cup vpon him, 
With that which he hath drunke to night already, 
Hee’l be as full of quarrell and offence, 
As my young miftris dog: —Noy mw ficke foole Roderigo, 
(Whom lowe has turo'dalmoft the wrong fide outward ) 
To Defdemona, hath to night caroutt 
Potations pottle deepe,and hee’sto watch: 


Three Lads of ( yprass noble {welling (pirits, : 
(That 


the eM oore of Venice. 


(That hold their honour,in a wary diftance, 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle,) 

Have I co night fluftred with flowing cups, 

And the watchtoo: pow mongft this flock of drunkards, 
Tam to put our (afsioinfome a@ion, _ 

’ That may offend the Ifle ; Enter Montanio, Cafio, 
But here they come : and others. é 
If confequence doe but approoue my dreame, 

My boate failes freely ,both with wind and ftreame. 
_ Caf. Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 
Mon, Good faith a little one,not paft a pine, 
As 1 am a Soldier. 
Jag. Some wine hoe: 
And let me the Cannskinclinke, clinke, 
And let me the Cannikin clinke, clinks : 
A Sonldier’s aman, alife’s but a {pan, 
W by then let a Souldier drinke. — Some wineboyes. 
Caf. Fore heauen an excellent fong. 


Jag. Lleatn'’d it ia England, where indeed they are moft potent it 


potting: your Dane, your Germane, and your {wag-bellicd Hokan- 
der, (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Englifh. 
Caf. Is your Englifh man fo tne in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facillity,your Dane dead drunke : 
he {weates not to overthrow your Almaine; he giues your Hobauder 
a vomit,ere the next pottle can be fild. 
Caf. To the health of our Generall. 
Mon. 1am for it Leiutenant,and I will doe you iuftice. 
Jag. O {weet England,— 
King Stephen was and 4 Worthy Peeve, 
His breeches coft bim bat acrowne, 
He béld’em fixpence all to deere, 
With that hecaldthe T aylor lowne, 
He Was a wig lt of high renowne, 
etnd thou art bur of low degree, 
Ts pride that puls the Countrey downe, 
T hentake thine auld cloke about thee.—Some wine ha. 
_. Cafe Why,thisis a more exquifite fong then the other. 
fag. Willyou heart agen? 
E Caf. 
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104 Caf. No, for I hold him vnworthy of his place, chat does thofe 
ceanigt well, Heauen’s aboucall, andthere bce foules that muft bce 
aued, ; 
108 Jag. Itistrue good Ledatenant. 
Caf. For mine owne part,no offence.to the Generall,nor any. man 
of quallity,7 hope to be faued.. 
12 Jag. And {o doe I Leintenant. 
Caf. I,but by your leaue, not before me ; the Leintenant is to be 
faned before the Ancients Let’s hano more of this, let’s to our af- 
né| faires: forgiue vs our fins » Gentlemen, let’s looke to our bufineffe : 
doe not thinke Gentlemen | am drunke, this is my Ancient, this is my 
120, +Yrighthand,and this is my left hand: I am not drunke now,I can fland 
Well enough,and (peake well enough. 
All Excellent well. 
Caf. Why very wellthens you mult not thinke then, that am 
drunke, Exit. 
124 eon, To the plotforme matters. Come,|let’s fet the watch. 
Zag. You fee this fellow that is gone before, 
He isa Souldier fic to ftand by Cefar, 
126| And giue direction : and doe but fee his vice ; 
Tis to his vertue, a iuft equinox, / 
The one as long asth’other : tis pitty of him, 
Ifeare the truft Othello put him in, 
32} On fome odde time of his infitmity, 
Will thake this Iffand. 
"Men, But is he often thus. 
Jac. Tis cucrmore the Prologue to his fleepe : 
Hee’le watch the horolodge a double fet; 
136|  I£drinke rocke not his cradle, 
Mon, T'were well the Generall were put in minde of it, 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
praifes the vertue that appeares in (4/sio, 
10} And lookes not on hisenills ; isnot this true? 
lag. How now Roderéga, Enter Roderigce 
I pray you after the Leiutenant,goe. Exit Rod. 
7 Mon. Andtis great pitty that thenoble Moore 
441 Should hazard fuch a place,as his owne (econd, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity : 


33. 
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It were an honelt action to fay fo tothe Moore. 
fag, NotI, for this faire Ifland s | 

I doe loue Ca/sio well,and would doe much, Halpe, helps, within, | 123 

-To cure himof this euill : but harke, what noyfe. 


Enter Cafsio, drising in Roderigo. 
Caf. You rogue, you rafcall. 
Mon, What's che matcer Leiutenant? 
Caf. Aknaue, teach me my duty ; but Ie beate the knaue intoz 
wicker bottle. 
Rod, Beate me? 
Caf. Dott thou prate rogue ? | 
Mon, Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your hand. 
Caf. Let me got fir,or Ile knock you ore the mazzard. 156 
Mon, Come,come,you are drunke. 
Caf. Drunke? they fight, 
Jag. Away I fay,goe out, and cry amuteny. Exit Rod. 
Nay good Leiutenant : God’s-will Gentlemen, | | 
Helpeho, Leiutenant: Sir, Afoneanis, fir, 
Helpe matters,heer’s a goodly watch indeed: — Abel rings, \160 
“Who’s that that rings the bell? Diablo—ho, 
The Towne will rife, fie,fie, Leiutenant, hold, 
You willbe fham‘d for euer. 


G 
NS 


Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with weapons. 


Oth. What’s the matter heere ? 

Mon, Ubieed fill, am hurttothe death. be faints, 164 

Oth. Hold,for your liues. 

Tag. Hold,hotd Leiutenane,fir AZontanio,Gentlemen, 
Haue you forgot all place of fence,and duty : 
Hold, the Generali fpeakesto you ; hold,hold, for fhame. 168 

Oth, Why how now ho, from whence arifes this ? 
Are we tur'nd Tarkes, and to our felues doe that, 
Which Heauen has forbid the Ottamites : 
For Chriftian fhame,put by this barbarous brawle ; 172 
He that ftirres next, co carue for his owne tage, 
Holde his foule light, he dies on his motion: 
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Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the Ifle 

From her propriety : what’s the matter mafters? 

Honeft Jago, that lookes dead with gricuing, 

Speake,who began this,on thy loue { charge chee, - 
Zag. I doc not know, friends all but now,euen now, 

In quarter,and in termes,like bride and groome, 

Deuefting them to bed,and then but now, 

(As if fome Planct had ynwitted men,) 

Swords out.and tilting one at others breaft, 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot {peake. 

Any beginning to this peenith odds ; 

And would in aGion glorious, I had loft 

Thofe legges,that brought me to a part of it. . 
Oth. How came it Adschael, you were thus forgot? 
Caf. I pray you pardon me,I cannot {peake. 
Oth. Worthy Ad ontazioyyou were wont be cinill; 

The gravity and ftilneffe of your youth, 

The world hath noted and your name is great, 

In mouthes of wifeft cenfure : whats the matter, 

That you vniace your reputation thus, 

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 

Ofa night brawler ? giue me anfwere to’t ? 
Morn. Worthy Othello, Lam hurt to danger, 

Your Officer 7ago can informe you, 

While I {pare {peeeh, which fomething now offends me, 

Of all that I doc know, nor know I ought 

By me, that’s {aide or done amiffe this night ; 

Voleffe felfe.charity be fometime.a vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a finne, 

When violence affayles vs, 
Oth. Now by heauen 

My bloodbegins my (afer guides to rule, 

And paffionhaning my beft iudgement coold, 

Affayes to leade the way : Ifonce I ftirre, 

Or doe but lift this arme,the beft of you 

Shall finke in.my rebuke ; gue meto know 

How this foule rout began, who [et it on, 

And he that is approou’d in this offence, 
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Tho he had twinn’d with me,both at a birth, 
Shall loofe me ; what, in a Towne of warre, 
Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 
Tomannage priuate anddomeftike quarrells, 
In night, and on the Court and guard of {afety? 
Tis monftrous, Jago, who began? 

Mon, If partialicy affin'd, or league in office 
Thou doeft deliver more or leffe then truth, 
Thou art no foldier. 

Jaz. Touch me not foneere, 

1 had rather ha’ this tongue cut of my mouth, 
Then it fhould doe offence to ALchael Cafsio: 
Yetl perfwade my {elfe to fpeake the truth, 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generall : 
Moxtanso and my felfe being in {peech, 

There comes a fellow, crying out for helpe, 

And Cafsie following him with determin’d (word, 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman: 
Steps into Ca/sio, and intreates his paufe; 

My felfe the crying fellow did purfue, 

Left by his clamour,as it fo fellout, — 
The Towne might fall in fright ; he (wift of foote, 
Out ran my purpofe: and! returnd the rather, 
For that I heard che clinke and fall of words: 
And Cafsto high in oath, which till ro night, 

[ he’re might {ay before > when I came backe, 
For this was briefe,I foundthem ciofe together, 
At blow and chruft,euen asagen they were, 
When you your {elfe did part them. | 
More of this matter cao I not report, 

But men are men, the beft fometimes forget: 
Tho Ca/sio did fome little wrong to him, 

As men in rage ftrike thofe chat wifh them beft: 
Yet furely (a/sio, Ibeleene receiu'd | 
From him that fled,fome ftrange indignity, 
Which patience covid not pafie. | 

Oth. iknow Lago, 

Thy honefty and lone doth mince this matter, 
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Making it light to Casio: Ca/sie, I loue thee, 
But newer more be Officer of mine. 
Looke ifmy gentle loue be not rais’d vp z 
Enter Defdemona, with others. 
Ile make thee an example. 
Def, What’s the matter ? 
Orth il’s well now fweeting : 
Come away to bed: fir, for your hurts 
‘My felfé willbe your furgeon; leade him off ; 
Zago,looke with care about the Towne, 
And filence thofe,whom this vile braule ditraGed, 
Come Defdemona, tis the Soldiers life, 
To hate their balmy flumbers wak’d with ftrife, 
Jag. What, are you huit Leiutenant? 
Exit Moore, Deldemona,end attendants. 
Caf. I,patt all furgery. 
dag. Mary Heauen forbid. 
Caf. Reputation reputation,ch I ha loft my reputation : 
I ha loft the immortall part fir of my felfe, 
And what remaines is beftiall, my reputation, 
Tago, my reputation, 
fag. As aman honeft man, I thought you had receiu’d fome bo- 


| .dily wound, there is more offence in that, then in Reputation : re- 


puracion isan idle and moft falfe impofition, oft got without merit, 
and loft without deferning: You haue loft no reputation at all, yn- 
leffe you repute your felfe fucha lofer; what man, there are wayes 
to recover the Generall agen: you are bat now cat inhis moode, a 
ponifhment more in policie, then in malice, euenfo, as one would 
beate his offenceleffe dogge, to affright animperious Lyon: fueto 
him againe, and he’s yours. 

Caf. 1 will rather fueto be defpis'd, then to deceiue fo good a 
Commander, with (olight.fo drunken, and indifcreet an Officer. 
Drunke? and fpeake parrat ? and (quabble, fwagger, fweare? and 
difcourfe faftian with ones owne fhaddow O thou inuifible fj pirit of 
wine, if thou haft no name to be known by, let vs call thee Diuell. 

Jag. What was he that you followed with your fword: | 
‘What had he done to you? 

Caf. Iknownot, 

Jag. 
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Jag. It polsible ? 

Caf. I remember a maffe of things, but nothing diftin@ly; a 
quarrell, but nothing wherefore. O that men fhould put an enemy 
in their mouthes, to fteale away their braines; thar wee fhould 
ve ioy, reuell, pleafare, andapplaufe, transforme out felues into 

eaftes, 

Jag. Why, but you arenow well enough : how came you thus re- 
couered é / 

Caf. Ithath pleas’dthe deuill drunkennefle, to giue place to the 
deuill wrath; one vnperfectneffe, fhewes me another, tomake me 
frankely defpife my felfe. 

Jag. Come, you are too fevere a morraler ; as the time, the place, 
the condition of this Countrey ftands,}-could heareily with, this had 
not fo befalne ; but fince itis as it is,mend it,for your owne good: 

Caf, Lwillaske him for my place againe, hee fhall telime 1 ama 
drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hydra, {uch an anfwere would 
ftop email ; to be now a fenfible man,by and by a foole, and prefent- 
ly abeaft: euery inordinate cuppe is vnbleft,and the ingredience Is 
a diuell. 

Tag. Gome, come, good wine isa good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs’d; exclaime no more againft it; and good Leiutenant,1 think 
youthinke Iloueyou. i 

Caf. 1 have well approou’d it fir,—I drunke ? 

fag You, or any man living may be drunke at fome time man : 
He tell you what you fhall doe, out Generals wife is now the 
Generall ; I may fay fo in thts refped, for that he has deuotedand gi- 
uen vp himfeife to the contemplation, marke and denotement of her 
parts and graces. Confeffe your felfe freely to her, importune her, 
fhee’tl hel pe to put you in your place againe : fhe is fo free, fo kinde, 
fo apt, fo blefled a difpofition that fhe holds it a vice in her goodnes, 
not tedoemore then fhe is requelted. This broken ioynt betweene 
you and her husband, intreac her ro (plinter,and my fortunes againit 
any lay, worth naming, this cracke of your loue fhall grow ftronger 
then t’was before, 

Caf. You aduife me well, 

Jag. I proteftinthe fincerity of loue and honeft kindneffe, 

Caf. \thinke it freely, and betimes in the morning, will Ibe. 
feech the vertuous De/demona, tovndertake forme; Iam defperate 
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of my fortunes, ifthey checke me here. ; 
Jag. Youare inthe right: 

Good night Leiutenant,! muft tothe watch. 
Caf, Good night honeft Jago. Exit. 
7ag. And what’s he then, that fayes I play the villaine, 

When this aduice 1s free I giue,and honeft, 

Probafi to thinking,and indeed the courfe, 

To win the Moore agen 2 For tis moft eafie 

The inclining Defdemona to {ubdue, 

In any honeft fuite fhe’s fram’d as fruitful, 

As the free Elements: and then for her 

To win the Moore,wer tto renounce his baptifme, 

4A} feales and fy mbols of redeemed Gin, 

His foule is {o infetter’d to her loue, 

That fhe may make, ynmake,doe what fhe lift, 

Euen as her appetite thal play che god 

With his weake fun@ion-:how am I then a villaine, 

To counfell Ca/séo to this parrallell courfe, 

DireGly to bis good ? diuinity of hell, 

When diuells will their blackeft fins put on, 

They doe fuggeft at Arft with heauenly fhewes, 

As I doe now ; for whil{t this honeft foole . 

Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, 

And fhe for him, pleades {trongly to the Moore ; 

Ile poure this peftilence into his care, 

That fhe repeales him for her bodies tuft ; 

And by how much fhe ftriues to doe him good, 

She fhall vndoe her credit with the Moores 


And out of her owne goodneffe, make the net 
That fhail enmefhthemall: Enter Roderigo. 
How now Roderige? at 
Rod. 1 do follow here in the chafe,not like a hoand chat hunts,but - 
one that filles vp the cry: my money is almoft {pent,I ha bin to night 
exceedingly well cudgelld: Ithinke the iffue will be, I fhall hae fo 
much experience for my paines, and (o no mony at all, and witha 
little raore wit returne to Vexsce. 

fag. How poore ate they, that hauc not Patience ? 


What 
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What wound did-euer beale,but by degrees 2 

Thou knoweft we worke by wit, and not by witchcraft, 
Andwit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos’t not goe well ? Ca/séo has beaten thee, 

And thou, by chat {mall hurt,haft cafheir’d Ca/sio, 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun, 

Yet fruites chat blofome firft,will firft be ripe; 

Content thy felfe a while ; by'th maffe tis morning 5 
Pleafure,and action,make the houresfeeme fhort : 
Retire thee,goe where thou art billited, 

Away I fay thou fhale know more hereafter: 

Nay get thee gon : Some things are to be done, 388 
My wife muft mone for Ga/sso toher miftris, 

Ne fet her on. 

My felfe 2 while,cto draw the Moore apart, 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Ca/sio finde, : 392 
Soliciting his wife : I,that’s the way, 

Dull not deuife by coldneffe and delay. Exennt. 
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Enter Callio, with eMufitians, 


Caf, Afters, play here, I will content your paines, 
i M somecieocchars briefe,and bid good morrow Generall. 
T bey play, and enter the Clowne. 
Cle. Why matters, hayour Inftrumentsbin at Naples, thatthey |+ 
{peake i’th nofe thus ? 
Boy. How fir,how > 
Clo. Are thefe { pray ,cald wind Inftruments ? 8 
Boy. I marry are they fir, 
_ Clo, O, thereby hangs atayle. 

Boy. Whereby hangs atayle fir ? 

Cle. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I know. But 
mafters, heer’s money for you, and the Generall fo likesyourmu- | 
and that hee defires you for loves fake, to make no more noy({e 
with ic. 
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Boy. Well fir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any mafique that may not bee heard, tot a 
gaine, but as they fay, to heare mufique, the Generall does not 
greatly care. 

Boy. We hanone fuch fir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes in your beg, for Ile away ; goe, vanifh 
into aire.away. 

Caf, Doftthouheare my honeftfriend? 

Clo. No,theare aot your honelt friend,1 heare you. 

_ Caf. Prethee keepe vpthy quillets, thet’s 2 poore peece of gold 
for thee: ifthe Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife be 
ftirring, tell her ther’s one Ca/sie, entreates her a little fauour of 
fpeach—wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir,if fhe will ftirre hither, I fhall {eeme tone. 
‘tifie vito her, Eater Jago. 

Caf. Doe good my friend : In happy time 7ago. Exit Cla. 

Jag, ¥ ouha not bina bed then. 

Caf Why no,the day had broke before we parted 
Iha made bold Jago to fend into your wife,—my f{uite to her, 

Is, that the willto vertuous De/demona, 
Procure me fome acceffe. 
Jag. Ie fend her to you prefently, 
And Ile deuife ameane to draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your conuetfe and bufineffe, 
May be more free. Exit. 
Caf, Thumbly chanke you for’c : I neuer knew 


A Florentine more kind andhoneft. 


Enttr Emilla. 
Em. Good morrow good Leiutenant,! am forry 
For your difpleafure,butall will foone be well, 
The Generali andhis wife are calking of it, 


‘And the fpeakes for you ftoutly : the Moore replies, 
_ ‘That he you hurt is of great fame in (yprue, 


And great affinity ,and that in wholefome wifedome, 
He might not but refufe : but he protefts he loues you, 
And needs no other fuitor but his likings, 

Totake the fafeft occafion by the front, 

To bring you in againe. 
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Caf. Yet t befeech you, 
If you thinke fit,or thar it may be done, 
Giue me advantage of fome briefe difcourfe 
With Defdemonaalone, 
_ Em, Pray you come im, 
i wili beftow you where you fhall haue time, 
To fpeake your bofome freely. 
Caf. 1 ammuchboundto you. Exeunt, 


Enter Othello, Iago, asd other Gentlemen. 

Orh. Thefe letters give Jago to the Pilate, 
Andby him,doe my duties to the State; 
That done, I will be walking to the workes, 
Kepaire there to me. 

Jag. Wellmy good Lord,fie do’. 
| Oth. This fortification Gentlemen, thall we fee’t? 
Gent. We waite ypon your Lordhhip. Extun. 


| Enter De(demona,Cafhio ard Emillia. 

Def: Bethou aflur’d good Cafsie, I will doe 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

Em. Good Madam doe, I know it gricues my husband, 
As if the cafe were his. 

Def. O that's an houedt fellow:——doe not doubt Ca/tie, 
But I will have my Lordand you againe, 

As friendly as you were. 
| Caf. Bounteous Madame, 

What euer fhali become of e $fishael Cafsio, 

Hee’s never any thing but your trueferuant. 

Defi O fir, Uthanke you,you doe love my Lords 

| You haue knowne him long and be you well affard, 
| He fhall in frangeft,andno farther off, 
i 


Then ina politique diitance, 
Caf. Y bur Lady, 
Thar poliicy may either laf fo long, 
Or feed vpon fuch nice and wateriih dice, 
Or breed it felfe fo out of circumitance, 
That 1 being abfent,and my as iupplied, 
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My Generall will forget my loue and feruice. 
Def. Doe not doubt that,before Emsibsa here, 
z20| I giue thee warrant of thy place? affure thee, 
IfI doe yowa friendfhip, Ile performe it, 
Tothe laft Article: my Lord fhall neuer reft, 
Ile watchhim tame,and talke him out of patience; 
| His bed fhall feemea {choole,his boord a fhrift, 
| MIleintermingle euery thing he does, 
With Ca/sio’s faite ; therefore be merry Ca/sio, 
| For thy folicicer fhall rather-die, 
zs| Then giuethy caufe away. 


Enter Othello, lago,and Gentlemen, 
Em. Madam,here comes my Lord. . 
Caf. Madam, ile take my leaue. 
Def. Nay ftay and heare me fpeake. 
32 Caf. Madam not now,I am very ill ateafe, 
Vonfit for mine owne purpofe. 
_ Def, Well,doe your difcretion. Exit Cafsio. 
Jag. Ha, like not thar. 
~ Oth, What doft thou fay 2. 
36|. - Jag. Nothing my Lord,or if, —I know not what. 
Oth. Was not that Ca/sioparted from my wife? 
lag. Cafsio my Lord ?—nofure,] cannot thinke if, 
‘That he would fteale away fo guilty-like, 
+| Seeing youcomming. aby a 
Oth, I doebeleeue twas he. 
Def, How now my Lord, 
I have been talking with a {uiter here, 
Aman that languifhes inyour difpleafure. 
+4 Orth. Who rt youmeane ? 
Def. Why your Leiatenant Ca/sie,g00d my Lord, 
If 1 haue any grace or power to moue you, 
His prefent reconciliation take : 
For ifhe be not one that truely loues you, 
That erres in ignorance,and notin cunning, 
Thaue no iudgement in an honeft face, 
Iprethee call him backe. 
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Gtb. Wenthehence now ? 
Def. Yes faith, fo humbied, 
That he has left part of his griefes with me, 
To fuffer with him ; good Loue call him backe. 
Or. Not now {weet Defdexson fome other time. 
Def. Batthal't befhortly? - 
Oth. The fooner {weet for you. 
Def. Shal’cbe to night at upper ? 
Oth. No, not to night. 
Def: To morrow dinner then ? 
Oth. I fhall not dine at home, 
I meet the Captainesat the Cittadell. 
Def. Why then to morrow night,or tuefday morne, 
Ontuefday morne,or night,or wedne{day morne, 
I prethee name the time, but let ic not 
Exceed three dayes : Sfaith hee*s penitent. 
And yet his tre{pafle,in our common reafon, 
(Sane that they fay,the warres mutt make examples, 
Out of her beft) is not almoft a faule, 
To incurre a priuate checke: when fhall he come? 
Yell me Othello : I wonder inmy foule, — 
What you couldaske me,that I fhould deny ? 
Or ftand fo mam’ring on? What Adtchael Cafsio? 
That came a wooing with you, and (o many atime 
When I haue {poke of you difpraifingly, 
Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in? Troft me, I coulddoe much,— 
Oth. Prethee no more,let him come when he will, 
I will deny thee nothing. 
Def. Why this is not a boone, 
Tis as I fhould intreat you weare your gloucs: 
Or feedon nourifhing difhes,or keep you warme, 
Or fixe to you,to doe a peculiar profit 
To yourowne perfon = nay,when I haue a fhite, 
Wherein I meaneto touch your loue indeed, 
It thall be full of poife and difficult weigher, 
And fearefull to be granted. 
_- Oth, I will deny thee nothing, 
F2. 


Where 


on 


56 


64 


68 


72 


a : 


92 


56 | 


790} 


106 


_ Asif there were fome monfter in thy thonghe, 


The Tragedy of Othello 


Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this, 
To leaue me but alittle to my felfe. 
Def, Shall i deny you? no, farewell my Lord, 
Oth. Farewell my Defdemona,Vic come to thee ftraight. 
Def. Emilia,come,be it as your fancies teach you. 
What ere you be f am obedient. Exeunt Def. and Em. 
Orb. Excellent wretch,perdition catch my foule, 
But 1 doe joue thee,and when I joue cheenot, 
Chaos is come againe. 
dag. My noble Lord. 
Oth, What docft thou fay Jago ? 
lag. Did Michael (afsie when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your lone? 
Oth. He did from firk to laft :—Why doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for a fatisfaQion of my thought, 
No feithes harme. 
Oth. Why ofthy thought Lego ? 
Jag. 1 did not thinke he had been aquainted with here 
Orb. O yes.and went between vs very oft. 
dga. Indeed? 
th. Indeed? I indeed, defcern’f{ thou ought in that? 
Is he not honeft ? 
Jag. Honeft my Lord? Ork. Honekt ? I honeft. 
jeg. My Lord,for ought I know. 
Oth What doeft thou thinke ? 
Jag. Thinke my Lord? 
Orb. Thinke my Lord? why doft thau ecchoe me, 


Too hideous to be fhowne : Thou doft meane fomething : 
I beard thee fay buc now,thou lik’ not that, 
When Cafsco left my wife : what didft not like? 
And when I told thee,he was of my counfell, 
In my whole courfe of wooing thou cridft indeed? 
And didft contraé, and putfe thy brow cagether, 
As ifthou then hadit thot vp in thy braine, 
Some horrible conceit ; 1f shou doeft loue me, 
Shew me thy thought. ; 
jeg. My Losdyou know Loue you. 
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Oth. Ithinke thou doeft, 

| And for I know,thou art full of loue and honefty, 

And weigheft thy words, before thou giu'ft em breath, 

Therefore thefe tops of thine fright me the more ; 

For fuch things in a faife difloyall knaue, 

Are trickes of cuftome; but in a man chat’s iu, 

They are clofe dilations, working from the heart, 

That paffion cannot rule. 
lag. For e Michael Cafsio, 

I dare be {worne,[ thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth, I thinke foto. 

Jag. Men fhould be what they feeme, 

Or thofe that be not, would they might feeme none. 
Orb. Certaine,nien fhould be what they feeme. 
Jag. Why then I thinke Cafsco’s an honeft man. 
Orth. Nay,yet ther’s more inthis, 

I ptechee fpeake to me,asto thy thinkings. 

Asthou doeft ruminate,and giue thy worft of thoughts, 

The worft of words. . 

Tag. Goad my Lord pardon me s 
Thongh Iam bound to euery a& of daty, 

I am not boundto that all flaues are free to; 

Viter my thoughts: Why,fay they are vile and falfe: 

As where’s that pallece,whereinto foule things 

Sometimes intrude not? Who has a breaft fo pure, 

But fome vacicanly apprehtnfions,. 

Keepe leetes and law- dayes and in fefsion fir 

With medications lawfull ? 

Oth, Thou doft con/pire againh thy friend Jago, 
Ifthon but thinkeit him wrongd,and makett his eare 
A ftranger tothy thoughts. 

Jag. Idoe befecch you, 

Thongh I perchance am vicious in my gheffe, 

(AsI confefle it is my hatures plague, 

To {py into abules,and oft my iealoufie 

Shapes fanies that arc nor z) that your wifedome yet, 

From one that fo mmperfe@ly conceits, 

Would take no notice,nor build your felfe a ttouble, 
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Out of my fcattering,and vnfure obferuance; 
162 | It were not for your quiet,nor your good, 
Nor for my mahhood,honefty or wifedome, 
To let you know my thoughts, 
Oth, What doft thou meane ? 
Jag. Good name in man and woman (deere my Lord) 
156| Is the immediate lewell of our foules : 
Who fteales my purfe, fteales trath,tis fomething nothing, 
Twas mine,tis his,and has bin flaue to thonfands: _ 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
16o| Robs me of that,which not inriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed. 
Oth, Ile know thy thoughts. 
Jag. You cannot,ifmy heart were in your hand, 
| Nor fhall noe,whilft tis in my cuftody. 
Oth, Ha? 133 
jag. O beware (my Lord) of iealoufie 5 
It isa greeneydmonfter, which doth mocke 
The meat it feeds on, That Cuckold liues in blis, 
168! Whocertaine of his fate,loues not his wronger : 
‘But oh,what damned minutes tells he ore, 
Who dotes, yet doubts, fufpe&s,yet ftrongly loues. 
Orb, O mifery. 
112 Jag. Poore and content, isrich,and rich enough, 
But riches fineleffe,is as poore as winter, 
To him that ener feares he fhall be poore : 
Good heauen, the foules of all my tribe defend 
From iealoufie. 
116 Oth. Why ,why is this? 
Thinkft thou I’de make alife of iealoufie ? 
To follow {till the changes of the Moone 
With freh fulpicions ? No, to be once in doubr, 
60| Isonce tobe refolud ; exchange me for a Goate, 
When L {hall curne the bufinefle of my foule 
To fuch exafflicate, and blowne furmifes, 
Matching thy inference : tis not‘to make me iealous, 
784 Tofay my wife is faire,feedes well,loues company, 
Is free of {peech, fings, playes, and dances well ; 
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Where vertue is,chele are more vertuous: 

Nor from mine owne weake merits will I draw 
The (malleft feare,or donbt ofher reuolr, 

For fhe had cies,and chofenme : no Jago, 

Ile fee before I doubt,when I doubt, prove, 

And on the proofe,there is no more bucthis ; 
Away at once with loue or iealoufie, 

Jag. 1 am giad of it, for now I fhall haue reafon, 
To fhew the loue and dary that] besre you, 
Wich franker {piric : therefore as I am bound 
Recciue it from me : I{peake not yet of proofe, 
Looke to your wife,obferuc her weil with Ca/sse ; 
Weare your cie thus,not icalous,nor (ecure, 

I would not haue your free and noble nature, 

Our of felfe-bounty be abus’d, looke too't : 

I know our Countrcy difpofition well, 

In Venice they doc let Heauen fee the prankes 

They dare not fhew their husbands: their beft confcience 
Is not toleaue’t vndone,but keepe’c vnknowne, 

Oth, Doeft thou fay fo? 

Jag, She did deceine her father marrying you: 
And when fhe feem’d to fhake and feare your lookes, 
She loud them moft. 

Oth, And fo fhe did. 

fag. Why gotoo then, 

She that fo young, could giue our {uch a feeming, 

To feale her fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas witchcraft: but lam much too blame ; 
I humbly doe befeech you of your pardon, 

For too muchlouing you; 

Oth. lambound to thee for ever. 

fag. fee this hatha little dafht your {pirits. 

Oth, Nota ict, notaiot. 

_ dag. Troft me; 1 feareithas, — 

Ihope you will confidcr what is fpoke, 
Comes from my loue : but I doe fee you are maou d, 
I amto pray you,notto ftraine my {peach, 
To groffer iffues,nor to larger eae 
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Then to fu(pition. 
Oth. Twill not, 
Jag. Should you doe fo my Lord, 
My fpeech fhould fall into fuch vile fucceffe, 
AS my thoughts aime novat: Cafssc’s my worthy friends 
My Lord I fee you are moou’d, 
Orb. No, mot much moou’d, 
I doe not thinke but De/dewsena’s honeft. 
Jag Long liue fhe fo,and long liue you to thinke fo, 
Oth, And yet bow nature erring from it felfe. 
fag. I,there’s the point : astobe bold wich you, 
Not to affe& many propof-d matches, 
OF her owne clime,complexion,and degree, 
Whereto we {ce inall things,nature tends ; 
Pie we may {mell in fuch a will moft ranke, 
Foule difproportion,thoughts vanacurall, 
But pardon me : I doe not inpofition, 
Diltinctly fpeake of her,tho 1 may feare 
Her will recoyling to her betcer indgement, 
May fall to matchyou with her countrey formes, 
And happily repeor. 
Orb. Farewell,if more 
Thou doeft perceiue,lec me know more,fet on 
Thy wife toobferne : leaue me Jaga. 
Jag. My Lord | take my leaue, ; 
Oth, Why did I marry? This honeft creature doubrleffe 
Sees, and knowes more much more then be vnfolds. 
Jag My Lord,! would | might intreat your honour, 
Tofcan this ching no further, leage it to time, 
And though tis hr that Ca/sio haue his place, 
(For fure he fills it vp with great ability,) 
Yet if you pleafe to hold him off a while, 
You fhall by that, perceiue him and his meanes ; 
Note if your Lady &traine her cntertainement, 
Withany ftrong or vehement importanity, 
Much willbe feene in thar, inthe meane time, 
Let me be thonght too bufie in my feares, 
(As worthy caule I hane,to feare Lam :) 
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And hold her free,1 doe befeech your honour. 
Orb. Feare not my governement. 
Jag. lonce moretake my leave, Exit. 
- Orb, This fellowe’s of excceding honefty, 
And knowes all quantities, with a learned {pirit 
- Of humane dealings: If doe prooue her haggard, 
Tho that her Ieffes were my deare heart (things, 
I*de whiftle her off,and let her dewne the wind, 
To prey at fortune. Happily ,for | am blacke, 
And haue not thofe oft parts of conuerfation, 
That Chamberers haue,or for | am decliud 
Into the vale of yeares,yet that’s not much, 
Shee’s gone,I am abus’d,and my releife 
Mutt be to loath her: O curfe of marriage, 
That we cancall thefe delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites : [ had rather be a Toade, 
And !iue ypon the vapor in a dungeon, 
Then keepe a corner in a thing I loue, 
For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’d are they leffe then the bate, 
Tis deiteny ,vnfhunnable,tike death : 
Euen then this forked plague is fatedto vs, 
When we doe quicken 3 Defdemona comes, 
If the be falfe,O then heauen mocks it felfe, 
Ie not belecue ir. 
Enter Defdemona and Emillia. 
Def. How now my deare Othello? 
Your dinner, andthe generous I lander 
By you inuited doe attend your prefence. 
Oth. J amtoblame, 
Def. Why is your fpeech fo faint ? are you not well? 
Oth. \haueapaine vpon my forchead,heare. 
Def. Wiy that’s with watching, will away againe ; 
Let me but bind ichard, within this houre 
Ic will be well. 
Ork, Your napkin is toolittles 
Let it alone,come Ue go in with you. 
Def. Lam very forry that you a not well, 
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Em. Tampiad] hauefoundthis‘napkin,  &xét Oth, and Def. 


This was her firft remembrance frowi the Moore, 
My wayward husband, hath 2 hundred times 
Wooed meto fteale it, but the fo lones the token, 
For he coniur’d het, fhe fhould ever keepe it, 

That fhe referues it euer more about her, 

To kiffe,and talke to ; Neha che worke tane our, 
And giu’t Jago : what he’l doe with it, 

Heauen knowes,not I, Enter Yago. 

I nothing, but to pleafe his fantafie, 

fag. How now,what doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doenot you chide,} haue a thing for you. 

Tag. (Athing for me,it isa common thing — 

Em, Ha? 

Jag Tohauea foolith wife. 

Em. O,is that all? what will you giue me now, 
For that fame handkerchtefe ? 

Tag. What handkerchiefe? 

Em, What handkerchiefe? 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to De/demona, 
That which fo often you didbid me fteale. 

Jag. Hartt ftole it from her ? 

Em, No faith, the let it drop by negligence, 
And tothe aduantage,| being here,tooke it vp ¢ 
Looke,here it is. 

fag. & good wench giue it me. 

Em, What will you doe with if, 

That youhaue bin fy earneftto haue me.fileh it ? 

Jag. Why,what’s that to you ? 

Em. Iftbe not forfome purpofe of import, 
Giue mee’r againe,poore Lady, thee ll run mad 
When fhe fhall lacke ir. 


Jag. Be not youacknowne on’t,I haue vit for it :—-go leane me; 


I willin (2/sio’s lodging lofe this napkin, 
And let him findit : Trifles light as ayre, 
Are to the iealous,confirmations ftrong 

As proofes of holy Writ,this may doe fomething : 
The Moore already changes with my poifon, 
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Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons, 
Which at the firft are {carce found to diftaft ; 
But witha little a& vpon the blood, Enter Othello. 
Burns like the mines of fulphure : I did {ay fo: 
Louk where he comes, not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the dronfie firopps of the world, 
Shall ener medecine thee to that {weet flcepe, 
Which thou owedtt yefterday. 
Orb. Ha,ha, falfe to me,to mee 
Jag. Why how now General!? no more of that. 
Or. Auant,be gon,thou haft fet me onthe racke, 
1 {weare,tis better to be much abus’d, 
Then but to know’t a little. 
fag. Hownow,my Lord? 
Oth. What fence had I of her ftolne houres of luft: 
1 faw’t not,thought it not, it harm’dnot me, 
I flept the next night weil,was free,and merry 5 
T found not Ca/sio’s kiffes on her lips ; 
He that is rob*!,not wanting what is ftolne, 
Let him not know’r, and hee’s not rob'd at all. 
Jag. 1am forry to heare this, 
Oth. Thad bin happy if the generall Campe, 
Pyoners,and all,had tatted her {wect body, 
So I had nothing knowne : O now for ever 
Farewell the tranquile mind, farewell content 5 
Farewel! the plumed troope,and the big warres, 
That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 
Farewell the neighing Steed,and the fhril! Trumps, 
The fpirit-ftirring Drumme, the eare-peircing Fife, 
The royall Banner,and all quality, 
Pride,pompe,and circumftance of glorious warre. 
And,O ye moreali Engines,whofe wide throates, 
The immorta} Jones great clamors counterfeit 386 
Farewell,Ochedoe's Occupation’s gone. 
Tag. Ut pofsible my Lord? 
Oth, Villaine,befure thou prove my Loue a whore, 
Re {ure of it,gine me the ocular proofe, 360 
Or by the worth of my eternall fonle, 
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Thou hadft bin better hauc been borne a dog, 
Then anfwere my wak’d wrath, 

fag. It come to this? 

Ot. Make me tofee'r,or at the leaft fo proueic, 
That the probation, beare no hinge,nor loope, 
To hang a doubt on : or woe vpon thy life. 

Jag. My noble Lord, 

Ork. If thou doeft {lander her, and rortuce me, 
Neuer pray more,abandon all remorce ; 
On horrors head, horrors accumulate : 
Do deeds,to make heauen weepe,all earth amaz’d, 


For nothing cant thou to damnation adde, greater then tha. 


fag. O grace,O heauen defendme, 
Are you a man, hane you a foule or fence? 
Godbuy Tours my office,--O wretched foole, 
Thac liueft to make chine hone(iy a vice; 
O monftrous world,take note,take nore O world, 
Tobe dire& and honeft, is not fafe, 
I thanke you for this profit,and from hence, 
He loue no friend {ince loue breeds (uch offence. 

Oth. Nay ftay, chou thouldit be honeft 

Jag. 1 fhould be wife,for honeftie’s a foole, 
And loofes thar it workes for. 

Och. By the world, 
I thinke my wife be honeft aadthinke the is not, 
Ithinke chat chou art inft,and thinke thou art nots 
Ile have fome proofe : her name that was as freth 
As Dians vifage,is now begrimd,and blacke 
As mine owne face : If chere be cords,or knives, 
Poyfon,or fire, or fuffocating ftreames, 
He not endure it : would i were fatiffied. 

_ dag. Ueefit,you are eaten vp with paifion, 

IT doc repent me that I put it to you 5 
You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would,nay, I will. 

Jag. And may ,buthow,how fatisfied my Lord? 
Would you, the fuperuifion groflely gape on, 
Behold her topt ? 


Ork, 
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Oth, Deathand damnation—oh. 
Jag. It werea tedious difficulcy I thinke, 
- Tobring em tothat profpe& damem then, 
If ever mortall eyes did fee them bouliter 
More then their owne ; what then, how then > 400 
What fhall I fay ? where’s{atisfaCtion ? 
Icis impoffible you fhould fce this, 
Were they as prime as Goates, as hor as Monkies 
Asfaltas Wolues in pride,and fooles as groffe 404 
As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay, 
Ifimputation and {trong circumftances, 
Which leade dire@ly to the doore of trath, 
Will giue you fatisfattion, you may ha’. 408 
Or. Give me a liuing reafon,that the’s difloyall. 
Jag. Idoe not like the office, 
But fith I am enter’d into this caufe fo farre, 
Prickt to’c by foolifh honefty and loue, 42 
I will goe on: I lay with Cefsiolacely, 
- And being troubled with a raging tooth,! couldnot fleepe, 
There are a kind of men fo loofe of foule, 416 
That in their feepes will mutter their affaires, 
One of this kind is Ca/sso; 
In fleepe 1 heard him fay. Sweet De/demonas 
Let vs be wary, let ys hide our loues 3. 420 
And then fir wouldhe gripe and wring my hand, 
Cry out,{weet creature,and chen kiffe me hard, 
As ifhe pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes, 
That grew vpon my: lips,then layed his leg 424 
Ouer my thigh,and figh’d,andkiffed and then 
Cried,curfed fate,thac gaue thee to the Moore. 
Orb. O monftrons,monfirous. 
lag. Nay,this was but his dreame. 
Orb, But this denoteda fore- gon conclofion, 428 
Tis 2 fhrewd doubt tho it be but adreame, 
fag. Andthis may helpeto thicken other proofes, 
Thar doe demonlirate thinly. 
Orth. Ihe teare her all to peeces, 
Ing, Nay, but be wife,yet we fee nothing done, 482 
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She may be honeft yet: tell me but this, 
Haue you not fometimes feene a handkerchiefe, 
Spotted with ftrawberries in your wines hand? 
Oth. 1 gaue her {ucha one,twas my fir gift. 
Jag. 1 know not that,but fuch a handkerchiete 
I am {ure it was your wiues,did [ to day 
See Ca/sio wipe his beard with, 
Och. Ift be that. 
Jeg. If it bethat,or any,it was hers, 
It {peakes againtt her,with the other proofes. 
Och, O that the flaue had forty thoufandliues, 
One is too poore,too weake for my reuenge * 
Now I doe fee tis true,!ooke here Jago, 
All my fond loue;,thus doe I blow to heauen,-——tis gone. 
Arife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 
Yeeld vp O loue thy crowne,and hearted Throne, 
To tyrranous hate,(well bofome withthy fraught, 
For tis of Afpicks tongues. he kueeles. 
Jag. Pray be content. 
Oth. O bload,fago, blood. 
Jag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Oth. Neuer lage; 
Like tothe Pontick Sea, 
Whole icy current and compulfiue courfe, 
Ne’r feels retiriog ebbe,but keepes due on, 
To the Propontick and the Hellefpont 
Euen fo my bloody thoughts,wich violent pace, 
Shall ne’re looke backe,ne’re ebbe to humble loue, 
Till that a capeable and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Heaucn, 
Inthe due reuerence of a {acred yow, 
I here ingage my words, 
Tag. Doe not rife yet : Tago keels, 
Witneffe the encr-burning lights aboue, 
You Eiements that clip vs round about ; 
Witneffe that here, Jago doth giue vp 
The execution of his wit,hand, heart, 
Towrong’d Or beAoe’s feruice : let him command, 
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And to obey, fhall be in me remorce, 
What bloody worke {6 ever. 
Oth. Iereet thy loue ; 
Not with vaine thanks, but with acceprance bounteous, 
And will vpon the initant put chee to’, 
Within thefe three dayes,ict me heare thee fay, 
That Cafsio's not aliue. 
Zag. My friend is dead: 
Tis done as you requeit,bue let her liue, 
Orb. Damher lewd minks : O dam her, 
Come, goc with meapart,! will withdraw, 
To farnith me with fome fwift meanes of deach, 
For the faire deuill : now art chou my Leiutenanr, 
Jag. Lam your owne for euer. 
Excunt, 
Enter Defdemona,Emilla and the Clowne. 
Def. Doe you know firra,where the Leiutenant Ca/siolics? 
Clo, I dare not fay he lies any where, 
Def? Why man? 
Clo. He isaSoldier, and for one to fay a Soldier lies,is tabbing. 
Def. Goto,where lodges he ? 
Clo. Totell you where he lodges, is to tefl you where I lie. 
Def, Can any thing be made of this ? 
Clo. I know not where he lodges,and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and {ay he lies there,were tolic in mine owne throate. 
Def. Can you enquire him out,andbe edified by report? 
Clo. 1 wilicathechize the world for him, that issmake queftions, 
And by them anwer. 
Def. Secke him, bid him come hither, tell him I haue moued my 
Lord in his behalfe,and hope all will be swell. 
(Qo. To doe this, is within the compaffe of mans witte,and there- 
fore Ile attempt the doing of it. Exsr, 
Def. Where fhould I joofe that handkerchiefe Emilia ? 
Em, 1 know not Madam. 
Def. Beleeue me,] had rather loofe my purfe 
Full of Crufadoes : andbut my noble Moore 
Is true of mind,and made of no fuch bafenefie, 
As icalous creatures are,it gees enough ? 
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To put him to ill thinking. 
Em. Ishe not iealous? 
Def. Who he? I thinke the Sun where he tvas borne, 
Drew all fuch humors from him, Exter Othello. 
Em, Looke wherche comes. 
Def, Twillnot leaue him now, 
Till Cafsio be cald to him : how is iewith you my Lord? 
Orh. Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to diffembte : 
How doe you De/demona ? 
Def. Well, my good Lord. 
Orb. Giue me your hand,this handis moift my Lady. 
Def. It yet has felt no age,nor knowne no forrow. 
Och, This argues fruitfulneffe and liberal! heart, 
Hot,hot,and moy ft,this hand of yours requires 
A fequelter from liberty : fafting and praying, 
Much caftigation,exercife deuouts - 
For here’s a young and fweating deuill here, 
That commonly rebels : tis a good hand, 
A franke one. 
Def. Youmay indeed fay fo, 
For twas that hand that gaue away my heart. 
Oth. A liberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands, 
But oar new herraldry ts hands, not hearts, 
Def. 1 cannat fpeake of this ; come now your promife. 
Orth, What promife chucke ? 
Def. Thauefent to bid Cafseo come fpeake with you. 
Oth. Lhanea fale and (ullen rhunie offends me, 
Lend me thy handkerchiefe. 
_ Def. Here my Lord 
Oth, That whichI gaue you. 
Def, Thaue it not about me. 
Orb. Not. 
Def. No indeed my Lord, 
Oth. Thatsafaule: that handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue, 
She was a Chatmer,and could almoft reade 
The thoughts of people ; fhe told her while the kept it, 
Twould make her amiable,andiubdue my father 
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Intirely to her loue : But if fhe lott it, 
Or made a gift of it; my fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his {pirits fhould hune 
After new fancies : She dying, gaue it me, 
Andbid me, when my fate would have me wiue, 
To giue it her ; I did fo,andtake heed on’t, 
Make it a darling,like your pretious eye, 
To loofe,or give’c aw2y,were fuch perdition, 
As nothing elfe could match. 
Def. Vit pofible 2 
Otb. Tistrue,thet’s magicke in the web of it, 
A Sybell that had numbred in the world, 
The Sun to courfe two hundred compafies, 
Inher prophetique fury ,fowed the worke : 
The wormes were hallowed that did breedthe filke, 
Andit was died in Mummy which the skilfull 
Concerue of Maidens hearts. 
Def. Indeed, i’ {t true ? 
Oth. Mok veritable,therefore looke to’t well. 
Def, Then would to God that I had neuer feene it. 
Orb. Ha,wherefore ? 
Def. Why doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and rath ? 
Och. Ph loft? i'ft gone ? (peake, is it out o’the way 2 
Def. Bicfle vs. 
Orb, Say you? 
Def. It isnot loft,but what and if it were 2 
Oth. Ha. 
Def. Ufay itis not loft. 
Oth. Ferch’t,let me fee it, 
Def. Why fol can fir,bat I will not now, 
This is atricke,to put me from my {uite, 
I pray let Ca/siebe receiu’d againe. 
Och. Fetch me that handkerchiefe,my mind mifgiues. 
De. Come,come,you'l neuer meet amore fufhicicnt matts 
Oth, The handkerchiefe. 
Def. Aman, that all his time 
Hath founded his ate fortunes on your loue, 
3 { F 
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Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def. In foothyou are too blame. 

Oth. Away. Exit, 

Em, Isnot this man icalous? 

Def. I nere faw this before: 

Sure ther’s fome wonder inthis handkerchiefe, 
Iam moft vnhappy in the loffe of it. 
Enter Jagoand Cafhio. 

Em, Tisnotayeare or two fhewes vs aman, 
They are all but ftomacks, and we all but foode ; 
They eate vs hungerly,and whenthey are full, 

They belch vs ;looke you,Ca/sie and my husband. 

Jag. There is no other way, tis fhe mut doe it, 
And loe the happineffe,goe,and importune ber, 

Def. How now good Caftio, whats the newes with you ? 

Caf. Madam,my former fuite : I doe befeech you, 
That by your vertuous meanes,I may againe 
Exift,and be a member of his loue, 

Whom I, with ali the office of my heart, 
Intirely honour, would not be delayed: 
If my offence be of fuch mortall kind, 
That not my {eruice paft,nor prefent forrowes, 
Nor purpos’d merrit in fururity, 
Cana ranfome me into his loue againe, 
Eut to know fo,mutt be my benefit, 
So fhall I cloath me in a forc’d content, 
And fhut my felfe vp in fome other courfe, 
To fortunes almes. 
Def. Alasthrice gentle Cafsso, 
My aduocation is not now inrune ; 
My Lord is not my Lord,nor fhouid I know him, 
Were he in fauour,as in humor altred ; 
So he! pe me,euery {pirit fanified, 
As I haue fpoken for you all my beft, 
Aad ftood wichin the blanke of his difpleafure, 
For my free {peech: you ruft a while be patient, 
What I can doe I will,and more I will 
Then for my felte I dare, let that fuffice yous F 
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jeg. Istmy Lordangry? 
Em. He went hence but now, 
And certainely io ftrange ynquietnefle, 


-Jag. Can hebe angry? I have feene the Cannon, 


When it hath blowne his rankes into the ayre ; 
And (like the deuill) from his very arme. 

Puft his owne brother,and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then: I will goe meet him, 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. 

Def. 1 prethee doe fo ; fomething fure of State, 
Either from Vensce,or fome vnhatcht pra&ice, 
Made demonftrable here in Cipres to him. 

Hath pudied his cleere (pirit,and in fuch cafes, 
Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 
Tho great ones arethe obie@, 

Tis even fo ; for let our finger ake, 

Atid it endues our other healehfull members, 
Euen to that fenfe of paine ; nay,we mult thmke, 
Men are not gods, 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 

As fits the Bridall : befhrew me much Emilia, 
J was (wnhandfome warrior as Y am) 
Arraigning his ynkindneffe with my foule; 
But now I find,1 had fubbornd the witneffe, 
And hee’s indited falfly. 

Em. Pray heaven itbe State matters as you thinke, 
Andno conception,nor no iealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Def, Alasthe day,1 neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules wili not be anfwered fo, 
They are not cuer iealous for the caufe, 

Bur icalous for they are iealovs : tisa moniter, 
Begot vpon ir (elfe,borne on it felfe. 


Def. Heauen keepe that monfter from Orhello’s mind, 


Em, Lady,Amen. 


Def \willgoe fecke him, Ca/sio walke here about, 
If 1 dos finde him fit, Ile mone your fuite, Exeunt Defd, 
Andfeeke tocfe@ ic to my vttermoft. and Emillias 
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Caf; Tbumbly thanke your Ladifhip, >" Enter Bianca. 
Bian. Saue you friend Cassa. 
Caf. What make you from home? 
How is it with you my moft faire Branca 7 
Indeed {weer loue I was comming to your hovfe. 
Bia, And I was going to your lodging (4/510 ; 
What keepe 4 wecke away? fenen daies an.| nights, 
Eightfcore eight houres,and loucrs abfent houres, 
More tedicus then the diail,cightfcorc times, 
Oh weary reckoning. | 
Caf. Pardon me Banca, 
I hauc this while with leaden thoughts bin preft, 
Bat | fhall in a more continnate time, 
Strike off this (core of abfence : {weet Bianca, 
Take me this worke out. 
Bia, Oh (afsto,whence came this ? 
This is fome token from a newer friend 
To the felt abfence,now I feele a cautfe 
Tit come to this ? well, well. 
Caf. Gotowoman, 
Throw your vile gheffes in the deuills teeth, 
From whence you haue them, you arc iealous now, 
That this is from fome Miftris fome remembrance, 
No in good troth Biaxea. 
Bia, Why,whofe is it 3 
Caf. Lknow not fweet,I found it in my chamber, 
I like the worke well,ere it be demanded, 
As like enough it will, Ide haue tt coppied, 
Take it and do’t,andleaue me for this time. 
Bia. Leaue you,wherefore ? 
Caf. 1 doe attend here on the Generali, 
And thinke it no addition,nor my with, 
To haue him fee me woman’d. 
Bia, Why Ipray you? 
Caf. Not that I loue you not. 
Bia. Bur that you doe not louc me s 
I pray you bring me on the way alitcle, 
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Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For L attend here, but fle fee you foone. 


Bia, Tis very good, 1 mutt be circumftanc’d. Exeunt. 


Aglus 4. Scena 1. 


Enter lage and Othello. 


Jag. J TN Fi you thinke fo? 
Oth. Thinke fo Lage, 

Jag. What,to kiffe in private ? 

Orb. Anvoauthoriz’d kiffe. 

Jag. Ortobe naked with her friend abed, 
An houre,or more,not meaning any harme? 

Oth. Nakedabed /ago,and not meane harme? 
It is hipocrifie againft the deuill : 
They that meane vertuoufly and yet doe fo, 
The deuill their vertue tempts,and they tempt heauen. 

. Jag. Soe they doe nothing, tis a veniall flip ; 

Bot if I give my wife a handkerchiefe. 

Oth, What then? 

Tag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and being hers, 
She may, I thinke,beftow’s on any man, 

Orh. Sheis p-orectreffe of her honour too, 
May fhe give that? 

Jag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene, 
They haue it very oft, that haue it not: 
But for the handkerchiefe, 

Oth. By heauen, J would moft gladly haue forgot it : 
Thou faidit (O it comes ore my memory» 
As doththe Rauen o’re the infected houfe, 
Boding to all.) He had my handkerchiefe. 

Jag. J, what of that e 

Orb. That's not fo good now. 

Tag. What If I had (aid [ had {een him do you wrong? 
Or heard him fay, (as knauves be fuch abroad, 
Who hauing by their owne importunate {uite, 
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Or voluntary dotage of (ome miftris, 
Coniured,or fupplied them,cannot chufe, 
But thcy muft blab.) 

Orb, Hathhe faid any thing 2 

Jag. He hathmy Lord, but be you wellaffur’d, 
No more then hee’! vnfweare. 

Oth. What hath he fayd 2 

Jag. Why that he did—I know not what he did, 

Oth, What? jag. Lye. 

Oth, With her? 

Jag. With her,on her, whae you will, 

Orb. Lie withher, lic on her ? We fay lie on her, when they bely 
hers lye with her, chat’s fullome, handkerchiefs, confefSion, hand- 
kerchic fs : to confeffe,and be hang’d for his labour, firft co be hang’d, 
and then to confeffe ; I tremble at it: Nature would not inueft her- 
felfe in (ach fhadowing patsion, withont fome inftruGion : It is not 
words that fhakes me thus, (pith) nofes,eares,and eS 3 Ist pofsi- 
ble ?confefle ? handkerchiefe? O deuill, Fales in a trance. 

ag. Worke on my medicine, worke : thus credulous fooles are 
caught,and many worthy and chaft Dames,euen thus (all guiltleffe,) 
mect reproach: What homy Lord, my Lord I fay, Orkello,—how 
now Ca/sia? Enter Cafsio. 

Caf. What’sthe matter ? : 

lag. My Lord is falne into an Epilepfy, 

This 1s his econd fit,he had one yefterday,. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 

lag. No,forbeare, 

The Lethargie mult haue his quiet courfe, 

Ifnot,he foames at mouth,and by and by 

Breakes out to fauage madnefle : looke,he ftirress 

Doe you withdraw your felfe a little while, 

He will recouer ftraight ; when he is gone, 

I would on great occafion{peake with you. 

How is it Generall,haue you not hurt your head? 
Oth, Doft thon mocke me? Exit Cal. 
dag. Imocke you? no by heanen, 

Would you would beare your fortunes like a man, 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a beat. 

Jag. 
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fag, There's many a beaft then ina populous City, 
And many a civil! moniter. 
Orth. Didhe confefe ? 
tag. Good fir be a man, 
Thinke euery bearded fellow,that’s bat yoak'd, 
May draw with you,there’s millions now aliue, 
That nightly lye in hole yriproper beds, 
Which they dare fweare peculiar ; your cafe is bettere 
O tis the {pite of hell,the fiends arch mocke, 
To lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 
And to fuppofe her chafte : No, let me know, 
And knowing what I am,I know what the fhall be. 
Orb. O thou art wife,tis certaine, 
Jag. Stand youa while apare, 
Contfine your [eife but in a patient lift : 
Whilft you were here orewheilmed with your gricfe, 
(A paffion moft vafitting fucha man,) 
Cafsio came hither,! fhifted him away, 
And layed good fcnfe vpon your extafy; 
Bad him anon retire,and here fpeake withme, 
The which he promis’d: But incaue your felfe, 
And marke the geeres,the gibes,and notable {cornes, 
That dwell in euery region of his face ; 
For I will make him telithe tale anew, 
Where, how, how oft,how long agoc,and when, 
He has,and is againe to cope yout wife : 
T fay but marke his ieafture,mary patience, 
Or I fhall fay,youare all in all,in {[pleene, 
And nothing of a man. 
Oth. Doltthou heare lege, 
I will be found moft cunning in toy patience; 
But doef thou heare,moft bloody. 
Jag That’snocamiffe: — 
But yet keepe rime in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now willl queftion Cafsio ot Diancn y 
A hofwife,that by felling her defires, 
Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes ; it is acreature, 
That dotes on Cafsio ; as tis the ftrampets plague 
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To beguile many ,andbe begui?d by one: Enter Caf. 
He,yhen he heares of her,cannot refraine 
From the excetfe of laughter : here he comes ¢ 
Ashe fhali {mile Ozbedo fhall goe mad, 
And his vabookifh icaloufie muft confter 
Poore Ca/séo’s (miles, geftures,and light behaviour, 
Quite in the wrong : How-doe you now Leiurenant? 
Caf, The worfer that you giue me the addition, 
Whofe want enen kills me. 
Tag. Ply Defdemona well,and you are fure ont. 
Now, ifthis fuite lay in Béanca’s power, 
How quickly fhould you {peed. 
Caf. Alas poore catine. 
Oth. Looke howhe laughes already. 
Jag. Ineuer knew 4 woman loue man fo. 
Caf. Alas poore rogue,I thinke indeed (he loues me. 
Oth. Now hedenies it faintly and laughes it out.. 
Jag. Doe you heare Cafsio? 
Oth. Now he importunes himto tell it on ; 
Goe to, well (aide. 
Jag. She giuesit out that you fhall marry her, 
Dee you intend it? 
~ Caf. Ha,ha;ha. 
Orb. Doe you triumph Roman,doe you triumph ? 
Caf. I marry her? what? a Cuftomer ; 
I prethee beare fome charity tomy wit, 
Doe not thinke it fo vnwholefome : ha,na,ha. 
Qth. So,fo,fo,fo,they laugh that wins. 
Jag. Why,the cry goes,that you fhall marry her, . 
Caf, Prethee fay true. 
Jag. Lama very villaine elfe. 
Oth. Ha you {coar’d me ? well. 
Caf. This is the monkies own giving outs fhe is perfwadedI will 
miarry her,out of her own loue Ai flattery not out of my promife. 
Oth. Iago beckons me,now hebiginsthe ftory. 
Caf. She was heere enen now, fhe haunts me inenery place, I was 
tother day talking on the fea banke with certaine Venetians and thi- 
ther comes shis bavble, fais me thus about my necke, 
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O:h. Crying,O deare Ca/sio, as it were : his gefure imparts it, 

Caf. So hangs, andiolls, and weepes vpon me ; {ohales, and pu 
me,ha,ha,ha. 

Ork. Now he tells how fhe pluck: bimto my Chamber ; 

I fee that nofe of yours,but not that dog I fhali rhrow’t to. 

Caf. Well. muft teaue her. company : Enser Bianca. 
Before me,looke where fhe comes, = 
Tis fuch another Fitchew ; marry a perfum'd one; What doe you 
meane by this haunting of me? 

Bian. Lec the deuill and his dam haunt you : what did you meane 
by that fame handkerchiefe you gaue mee euen naw ? I wasa fine 
foole to take it ; ) muit take out the worke,2 likely pecce of worke, 
that you fhould find icin your chamber, and not know who left ie 
theres this isfome minxestoken, and I muft take our the worke ; 
there. giue it the hobby horfe ; wherefocuer you had it, Ile take out no 
worke on’t. 

Caf. How now my fweet Bianca how now,how now? 

Oth. By heaven that thould be my handkerchiefe. 

Bia. Anyou'll come to fepper to night, you may,an you will nor, 
come when you are next prepai’d for. Exit. 

Jag. After her,after her. 

Caf. Imok thee’ raile Pthe freee elfe, 

Jag. You {np there. 

Caf. Yes,! intend fo. : 
| Jag. Well,I may chance to fee you, for I would very faine {peake 
with you, 
| 
| 
| 


Laf. Prethe come,will you? 

Jag Goeto fay no more. Exit Caio. 

Oth. How thall I marder him Jago ? , 

Jag. Didy ou perceive, how he laaghed at his vice ? 

Orb, O Jaga. 

Jag And did you fee the handkerchiefe ? 

Oth Wasthat mine? 
I would haue him nine yeres a killing ; a fine woman,a faire woman, 
a {weet womau. 

Jag. Nay you muft forges chat 

Oth, And ict her rovand perith, and be damb’d to night, for fhee 
fhall not live: no,my heats is turn’d e a ftone; | ftrike it,and it hurts 
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my hand: © the world has not a fweeter creature, fhe might lie by an 
Emperours fide,and command him taskes. 

jag. Nay,thavsnot your way. 

Oth. Hang her, idoe not fay what fhe is: So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mafitian ; © fhe will fing the fauageneffe our 


of a Beare ; of fo hye and pienceons wit and inuention. 


fag. Shee’s che worfe for ali this. 

Orth. Athoufand thoufand times; and then of fo gentle acon. 
dition. 

Tag. I,too gentle. ane 

Oth, Nay thats certaine,but yet the pitty of it Zage,oh the pitty. 

Tag. If you be fo fond ouer her iniquity,gine her patent to offend, 
for if ic couches not you,it comes neere no body. 

Oth, I will chop her into meffes, —cackold me | 

_ Fag. O,tis foule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 

Jag. That's fouler. 

Oth, Get me fome poilon Page,this night He not expoftulate with 
her, left her body anid beauty vnprovide my minde agen, this nighe 
Japo. 

slags Doc it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed,enen the bed 
fhe hatch contaminated. 

Oth. Good.good,the iaftice of it pleafes, very good, 

Te. And for Cafsio, let me be his vadertakex 3 you fhall heare more 
by midnight A Trumpet. 


Eater Lodonico, Defdemonsa, axa Attendants, 


Orb. Excellent good: 
What Trumpet is chat fame > 
Jag. Some thing from Venice fare stis Ledoxice 
Come fromthe Duke,and fee, your wife is with him. 
Lod, Sane you worthy Generall, 
Oth. With ali my heart fir. 
Lod, The Duke and Senators of Vésice greet you. 
Orh, I kiffe the inftrament of their pieafures. 
Def. And what's the newes good confen Ledonice ? 
Jag. Lam very glad to {ee you Seignior: — 
welcome to Cypriz, a: Loe 


the Moore of Venice. 


Lod, Ithanke you,how does Leiutenant Ca/sto? 

Zag. Lives fir, 

Def. Coufen,there’s falne between him and my Lord, 
An vokind breach, bat you fhall make ail well. - 

- Oth. Are you fare of that? 

Def: My Lord. 

Oth, This faile you not to doe,as you will.— 

Led, Hedidnor call, hee's bufie in the paper: 

Is there Divifion twixt my Lord and Cafsso? 

Def. Amott vnhappy one,I would doe much 
Toattone them, for the loue I beare to Ca/sio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone. 

Def. My Lord, 

Oth. Are you wile? 

Def. What,is he angry? 

Led. May be the letter mou'd him ; 

For asI thinke,they doe command him hone, 
Deputing Caftio in his gouernement. 

Def. Truft me.I am glad ont. 

Orb. Indeed. 

Def, My Lord. 

Oth. Lam glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How {weet Orbeto? 

Oth. Deuill, 

Def, I have not deferu’d this. ; 
Lod. My Lord,this would not be beleeu’d in Venice, 
ThoI fhould{weare 1 (aw’t: tis very much, 

Make her amends, fhe weepes. 

Oth. O Deuill, Deuill, 

Ifchat the earth couldceeme with womens teares, 
Each drop fhe falls, would proue a Crocadile : 
Out of my fight. 

Def. I will not fay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady : 

1 doe befeech your Lordfhip, call her backe, 

Oth. Mifireffe. 

Def. My Lord, 

Oth, What would you with her fir 3} 
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Lod, Who I my Lord ? 
Oth, I, youdid with that I would make her curne:; 
264| Sir (he can turne,and turne,and yet goeon, 
And turne againe, and fhecan weepe fir, weepe ; 
iyo And fhe’s obedient,as you fay obedient, 
| Wery obedient ; proceed you in your teares, 
268] Concerning this fir; O weil painted pafsions 
Tam commanded home : —get you away, 
Ile fend for you anon: —Sir,I obey the mandat, 
And will returne to Venice ; —hence,auant, 
272, Cafsio fha\l haue my place ; and fir to night 
¥ doe intreat that we may fup together, 
You are welcome fir to Cyprxs,—goates and monkies, Exit. 
Lod. Is this the noble Moore,whom our full Senate - 
276)  Callallin all fufficient ; This the noble nacure, 
Whom paffion could nat fhake ? Whofe (olid vertue, 
The fhot of accident,nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor peirce ? 
jag. He ismuch changed. 
280 Lod, Are his witstafe? ishe not light of braine 2 
Jag. He's that he is,! may not breath my cenfure, 
What he might be, if what he might,he is not, 
I would to heauen he were. 
Lod, What, frike his wife, 
264 Jag. Faiththac was not fo well ; yet would | knew’ 
Thar {troake would prone the wart. 
Lod, is ithisvie? 
Or didthe letters worke vpon his blood, 
And new create this fault ? 
Jag. Alas,alas: 
z8| Iris not honefty m me to fpeake 
What I hane feene and knownes you fhall obferue 
And his owne courfes will denote him (0, 
That I may faue my fpeech : doe byt goe after him, 
zz} And marke how he continues. 
Lod. Tam forry that] amdeceiu'dinhim.  L-xewnt. 
Wii Enter Othello and Emillia. 
Ork, You haue {cene nothing chen: 
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Em. Nor ever heard, nor euer did fufped, 

Oth. Yes,and you bauefeene Ca/sie and fhe together. 

Em. But then J {aw no harme, and then heard 
Each fillable chat. breath made vp betweene’em. 

Oth What, did thy neuer whilper ? 

Em, Neuer, my Lord. 

Orb. Nor fend you out o’the way ? 

Em. Neuer. 

Oth To ferchher fan, her mask, her gloues,nor nothing 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s ftrange. 

Em.1 durft my Lord, to wager fhe is honeft, 
Lay downe my foule at ftake ; if you thinke other, 
Remouc your thought, it dothabufe your bofome, 
If any wretch ha put this in your head, 

Ler heauen require it with the Serpents curfe, 

For if fhe be not honeft, chafte, and true, 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of their wines, 

Is foule as flander. Exit Emillia 

Obt Bidher come hither,goe, 

She {ayes cnongh, yet fhe’s a fimple bawde, 
That cannot fay as much: this is a fubtle whore, 
A clofet, locke aud key, of villainous fecrets, 
Andyet fhee’i kneele and pray, I ha feene her dort 
Enter Defdemona and Emillia, 
Def. My Lord, what is your will? 
Orh. Pray chucke come hither. 
Def. What is your pleafare ? 

Orh Let mefee your eyes--looke in my face, 

Def. What horrible fancy,s this ? 

Oth Some of your fun&ion Miftrifle, 

Leaue procreants alone,anb fhut the dore, 
Coffe, or cry hem, if any body come, 
Your miftery, your miftery ; nay difpatch. 

Def.V pon my Knees,What does your fpeech import? 
I ynderftand a fury in your words, 

Bur not the words. 

Oth. Why, whatart thon? 
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Def. Your wife my Lord,your true and loyall wife. 
Oth. Come,(weare it,dam thy felfe, 
Left being likeone of heauen,the dewills chemfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee,therefore be double dambd 
Sweare thou art honeft. 
Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 
Orh, Heaven trnely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 
Def. Towhom,my Lord,with whom ? how am I falfe? 
Oth. O Defdemona, avay away away. 
Def. Alas the heauy day why do you weepe ? 
Am I the occafion of chofe teares my Lord? 
lfhaply you my father doe fufpe&, 
An inftrument of this your calling backe, 
Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue jolt him, 
Why Uhaue loft him too. 
Oth. Had it pleas’d heaven 
Totry me with affiGion, had he rain’d 
All kindes of fores,and fhames on my bare head, 
Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 
Gtuen to captivity ,me and my hopes, 
I fhould hauc found in fome part of my foule 
A dropof patience; but alas,to make me 
A fized figure, for the time of fcorne, 
To point his flow yomouing Gnger at—oh,oh, 
Yer could I beare that too,well,very well, 
But there,where i haue garner’d vp my heart, 
Where either I mutt liue,cr beare no life, 
The fountaine fromthe which my currant runes; 
Or elfe dryes vp,to be difcarded thence, 
Or keepe it asa cefterne,for foule Toades © 
To knoe and gender in: turne thy complexion there, 
Patience thy young androfe-lip’d Cherubin, 
There looke grim as Heli. 
Def. {hope my noble Lord efeemes me huneft. 
Oth. O1,as fummers flies arein che thambies, 


- "That quicken exen with blowing : 


© thou black weed, why art (0 lonely faire? 
Thou fmell'it fo feet tharthe fence akes at thee, 
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Would thou hadft ne’re bin borne. 
Def. Alas,what ignorant finne hane I committed? 
Orth. Was this faire paper,this mot goodly booke, 
Made to write whore ypon ?— What commitred ? 
Committed : Oh thon publike Comnioner; 
I fhould make very forges of my checkes, 
That wouldto cinders burne vp modeftie, 
Did I but fpeake thy deeds : what committed ? 
Heauen {tops the nofe at it,andthe Moone winkes; 
The bawdy wind that kiffes all it meets, 
Is hufht within the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear’s : —whae committed,—impudent ftrumpec, 
Def. By heaven you doe me wrong. 
Osh, Arenot you a {trumpet ? 
Def. No,as 1am a Chriftian : 
If to preferue this veflell for my Lord, 
From any other foule vnlawfull couch, 
Be not tobe a ftrumpet,I am none. 
Oth, What.not a whore? 
Def, No,4s I fhall be faved. 
Och, If poffible ? 
Def. O heauen forgiue vs. 
Oth. I cry you mercy then, 
I tooke you for that cunning whore of Venice, Enter Emillia. 
That married with Orbelo : You miftrifle, 
That haue the office oppofire toS. Peter, 
Andkeepes the gates in hell ; you, you,],you ; 
We ha done our courfe; there’s money for your paines, 
I pray you turne the key,and keepe our counfell. Exit. 
Em. Alas,what does this Gentleman conceiue : 
How doe you Madam? haw doe you my good Lady z 
Def. Faith halfe a fleepe. 
£m. Good Madam, what’s the matter with my Lord? 
Def: With who? 
Em. Why,with my Lord,Madam, 
Def. Who is thy Lord? 
Em, He thatisyours,fweet Lady. 
Def. Tha none,doe not talke to me Zwridea, . 
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I cannot weepe,nor anfwere haue I none, 
But what fhouid goe by water s prethee to night 
Lay on my bed my wedding theets,remember, 
And call thy husband hither. 
Em. Here is achange indeed: Exit, 
Def. Tis meet I fhould be vfdefo,very meer, 
How haue [ bin behau d, that-he might iticke 
The {mall ft opinion on my leaf mifufe. Enter lago 
Jag. What is your pleafure Madam? = and Emillia. 
How i’ft with youe 
Def. 1can not tell : thofe that doe teach young babes, 
Doe it: with gentle meanes,and cafe taskes 5 
He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith, 
Tam achilde co chiding. 
fag. Whac is the matter Lady? 
Em. Alas (ago,my Lord hatlifo bewhor'd bers 
Throwne fuch a pite,and heauy termes yponher, 
As true heatts can not beare. 
Def AmI that name fago? 
Jag What name faire Lady? 
Def. Such as fhe (ayes my Lord did fay I was. 
. £m. He call’d her whore ; a begger in his drinke, 
Gould not haue Jayed fuch tearmes vpon his Callec. 
fag Why did he fo? 
Def, Udo -not know,l am fure Iam none fuch, 
Jag. Doenot weepe,doe not weepe: alas the day. 
Em. Has the forfooke fo many noble matches, 
Her Father,and her Countrey,and her Friends, 
Tobe cald whore? would it not make one weepe? 
Def. \t is my wretched fortune, 
Jag. Be(brew him for it: how comes this-tricke vypon him? 
Def Nay,heauen doth know. 
Em, \ willbe hangd, if {ome eternail villaine, 
Some bufie and infinuating rogue, . 
Some cogging ,coufe ning ieee gct fomeofiice; 
Haue not deutfde this flander, Lie be hang'delfe, 
Jag Fie there is mo {uch man it is impofsible. 
Def. Ifany fuch chere are heauen pardon him, 
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Em. A halter pardon him,and hell gnaw his boues : 
Why fhould he call her whore? who keepes her company? 
Whar place what cime,what forme,what hkelihood? 
‘The Moore’s abus’d by fome moft villanous knaues 
Some bafe rorcrious knaue,fome feurvy fellow ; 

O heauen,that {uch compauions thoudft vnfold, 
\ And put in every honeit handa whip, 

To laththe rafcall naked through the world, 

Euen from the eait ro’ch weft. 

Jag. Speake within dores. 

Em. O fie vpom him ; fome fuch {quire he was, 
That turnd your wit,thefeamy fide wichour, 
And made you to fafpe& me with the Moore. 
Jag. You area foole,goe to. 
Def. O goad Lago, 
Whar fhall | doe to win my Lord againe ? 
Good friend goe to him, for by this light of heauen, 
I know not how + loft him. 
Here I kmeele: 
Ifere my wiil did trefpaffe *gainft his loue, 
Either in difcourfe,or thought, or a@uall. deed, 
Or that mine eyes,mine cares, or any fence, 
Delighted them in any other forme ; 
Or that 1 doe not yet,and ever did, 
And ever will (though he doe fhake me off 
To beggerly ciuorcement,) loue him decrelys 
Comfort forfweare me; vokindneffe may doe much, 
And his vokindneffe may defeat my life, 
But neuer taine my love,! can not fay whore, 
Te doth abhorre me,now I {peake the word, 
To doe the ad, that might th’addition eatne, 
Not the worlds maffe of vanity could make me. 

lag. 1 pray yoube content, tis bur hts hucour, 
The bufineffe of the State does him offence, 

And he does chide with you, 
Def, 1f t'were noothere 

jeg. Tis but (0,1 warrant you: 

Harke how thefe inftruments fummon youto fupper, 
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The meate,gceat Melfengers of Vensce Ray ; 
Gos in,and weeps nor, all things fhailbe well. Exit wore. 
How now Roderige ? Ester Roderiga. 

Rod, \doe not finde that thou dealft iuftly with me. 

Tag, Whatin the contrary? 

Rod, Buery day thou doffcft me, with fome deuife Jag; and rather, 
as it feemes ro me now,kee’pft from me all conucniency, then fup- 
plieft me withthe leaft aduantage of hope: I will indeed no longer 
indure it, nor am | yet perfwaded co pur vp in peace, what already I 
haue foolithly fuffered. 

Jag. Will you heare me Rederige ? 

Rod, Sir, [hauc heard too much, 

For your words and perform ance, 
Are no kin together. 

Jag. You charge ine mof eniufily. 

Rod, With nought but trueth: I hauc wafted my felfe out of 
meanes ; the lewels you haue had from me, to deliuer to Defdemona, 
would halfe have corrupted a Votarift : you haae told me fhe has re- 
ceiu’dem,and return’d me expeGation,and comforrs offuddaine re- 
{pect andacquaintance,but I find none, 

Jag. Well,goe to,vety well. 

Rod. Very well, goe to, can not goto (man,) nor tis not very 
well; I fay t's very (curuy,and begin co find my felfe fopt ia it. 

Jag. Very weil. 

Rod. Tfay itis notvery wells I wilimake my felfe known to De 
demona ; if fhe will returne.me my Tewels, I will giue ouer my {uire, 
and repent my vniawfull follicitation, ifnot, aflure your felfe, Te 
feeke {atisfa@ion of you. 

jag. You haue aide now. 

Red. ‘1, and faide nothing, but what I proceft entendment of 
doing. 

Jag Why now I feethere’s mettle in thee, aod even from this 
inftane, doe build on thee a better opinion then ever befores 
piue me thy hande Roderigo: Thou haf taken againft meea moft 
iuft conception, but yet { proteft, I have deale moft dire@ly in 
thy affaire. 

Rod. Yt bath not appeared, 

Jag. I grant indeed it hath not appeai’d,and your {ufpition is not 
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Without witte andindgement: But Roderige, if thou haft that within 216 
thee indeed, which I haue greater reafon tg beleeuc now,then eucr, I 
meane, purpofe, courage, and valour s this night fhew ir ; if thou the 
next might following enioyeft not Defdemona, take me from this 
world with treachery, and deuife engines for my lize, 
\ Red. Weil,is te within reafon and compaffe ? 
fag. Sir,there is e{peciall commiffion cone from Venice, 

To depute C.a/sto in Orhello’s Place. 

Red. Isthat true? why then Orbefo and Defdemona 
Rerurne againe to Venice. 

fag. O no,he goes into A/anritania,and takes away with hin 
The faire De/demona,ynielle his abode be linger'd 
Here by fome accident, wherein nane can be (o determinate, 

As the remouing of Ca/ste. 

Red, How doe you meane remouing of him? 

Jag. Why,by making him vncapable of Orhede's place, 
Knocking out his braines. 

Red. Andthac you would hawe me to doe: 

Jag. Land if you dare doe your felfe a profit and right ; he fupsto 
night with 2 harlotry,and thither will I gos tohim ; —he knows not 
yet of his honourable fortunes ifyou will watch his going thence, 
which I will fathion to fallout between twelue and one,you may take 
him at your pleafure : 1 willbe ncere co fecond your atcempt,and he 
fall fall betweene vs; come, ftand mot amaz‘d ac it, buc goe along 
with me, I will fhew you fuch a necefsity in his death, that you fhall 
thinke your felfe bound to put it on him. Icis now high fapper time, 
ang the night growes to watt : about it. 

Rod, I will heare further reafon for this. 

Jag. And you fhall be fatisfied, Exeunt. 


Enter Orhello, Defdermona, Lodonico,Emillia, 
: and Attendants, 


Zed. 1 doe befeech you fir,trouble your felfe no farther, 
Oth, O pardon me,iz fhall doe me good to waike. 
Lod. Madam,goodnight,Lhumbly thanke your Ladifhip. 
Def, Yous Honour is moft welcome. 
Ok. Willyou walke fir: aa Defdemona, 
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Def. My Lord. 
Oth, Get you te bed orche infant, I wilibe return’d, forthwith 
difpatch your Attendant there,—looke it be done. Excunt, 
Def. Iwill my Lord. 
&m. How goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 
Def. He fates he will recurne incontinent ; 
He hath commanded me to gee tobed, 
And bade me to difmiffe you. 
Em. Difmiffe me? 
Def. It washis bidding,therefore good Emitlia, 
Giue me my nightly wearing.and adieu, 
VVe matt not now difpleale him. 
Em. VVouldyou had neuer feene him. 
Def. So would not I ,my loue doth fo approve him, 
That even his ftubborneneffe, his checks and frownes, 
(Prethee ynpin me) haue grace and favour in them. 
Em. Thaue laied thofe fheets you bad me on the.bed. 
De. All's one,goodfather; how foolith are our minds; 
I€1 doe die before thee, prethee fhrowd me 
Tn one of thofe fame fheers. 
Em Come,cone,youtalke. 
Def. My mother hada maid cal’d Barbary, 
She was in loue,and he fhe lou’d prou’d mad, 
Anddid forfake her, fhe had a fong of willow, 
An old thing twas, bat ir expreft her fortune, 
And fle died finging it, that fong to night 
V Vill not goe from my minds 
I haue much to doe ; 
But to goe hang my headall at onc fide, and fing it like poore Bare 
bary ; prethee difpatch. 
Em Shalli goe fetch your night-gowne? 
Def No,vupin me heere. 
This Ledoutce is a proper man, 
Em, Avery handfome man. 
Def. He ipeakes well, 
Em. (know a Lady in Venice, would haue walk’d barefooted to 
P aleftine,for a touch of his neither hip, 


Del. : 


the Moore of Venice. 


Defdemona fixes. 


The pore foule fate fighing by aficamour tree, 
Sorat a green Willow, 
Her hand on her bofome, her head on her kuee, 
fing willow wilow. willow ; 
Shy The frefh frreanses ran by her, and murmur'd ber moanes 
fing willow willow,wsllow, 
Her falt reares fell from her which foftned the froues, 
fing willow @c. (Lay by thefe.) 48 
Willow, wallow. 
(Prethee hie thee, he'le come anon. ) 
Sing all a green willow muff be my garland. 


Let nobody blame bins, his {corne I approne : 52 
(Nay, that’s noc next : harke,who’s that knocks?) 
Em. T'isthe winde. 
Def. J call’d myloue falfe, bur what fayd be then ? 
fing Willow wellow welow, 56 
Lf i court mo women, youle couch with mo men, 
So, get thee gon, good night mine eyes doe itch, 
Does that boade weeping 2 
Em, Tis neither here nor there. 
Def. Thaue heard ttfaide fo: O chefe men,thefe men: 60 
Dolt thon in confcience thinke (tell me Emilia, ) 
That there be women doe abufe theic husbands 
| In fuch groffe kindes ? 
| &m, There befome fuch no queftion. 
Def. Wouldit thou doe fuch a thing, for all the world? er 
Em. Why would nor you? 
Def. No by this heavenly light. 
Em. Nor I neither.by this heauenly light, 
I might as well doe ir in the darke. 
Def Woulditthou doc fuch a deed, for all the world ? 68 
Em. The world is a huge thing, it isa great price, 
For a fmall vice. 
Def. Introth Lthinke thoa wouldft nor, 
Ea, introch i chinke [fhould, and yvndo’t when 1 had done its 
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mary 1 would not doe fuch a thing for aioynt-ring, or for meafures 
of Lawne,nor tor Gownes, Petticotes,or Caps, mor any petty exhi- 
76| bition; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus- 
ba ng a Cuckold to make bim a Monarch? I fhould venture purgato- 
ty for it. 
DE Befhrew me, if I would doc frch wrong 
For che whole world. $ 
80 Em. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’th world; and hauing the 
world for your labour, risa wrong in your owne world, and you 
sight quickly make itright. 
84 Def. \ doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 
Em. Yes,a dozen,and as many tothe vantage,as would fore the 
World they played for. 
Buc I doe thinke it is their husbands faults, 
68} If wiues doe fall: (fay chat they flack their duties, 
And poure our treafures into forreigne laps, 
Or elfe breake out in pecuifh leatoufies, - 
Throwing reftraint vpon vs; or fay they ftrike vs, 
sz} Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 
Why we hane galles, and though we have fome grace, 
Y ct haue we fome renenge: Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them ; they fee,and {mell, 
| And hauc their pallats both for {weet and fowre, 
As husbands haue : what is it tharthey doe, 
When they change vs for others ? is it fport ? 
I chinke ic is ; and doth affection breed it? 
700| I rhinke it doth; is’t frailey chat thus erres? 
‘It isfo too ; and haue not we affeGions ? 
Detires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue? 
Then let em vie vs well,elfe fer em know, 
104, "The ills we doe,their ills inftru@ vs {o. 
Def. Good night, good night, heauen me fuch vfes fend, 
Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend, FExceunt. 


Vi Agius 5. = Scena 1. 


Enter Yago and Rodetigo. 
Jag. He: fland behind this butke, ftrait willhe come, 
Weare thy good Rapier bare,and put it home, 


Quicke 


the <M oore of Venice. 


Quicke,quicke,feare nothing, Tle be at thy elbow ; 
It makes vs, or it marres vs,thinke of thar, 
And fixe more firme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be necre at hand, { may mifcarry in’t. 

fag. Here at thy hand,be bold,and take thy ftand, 

Rod. Ihaueno great deuotion to the deed ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons ; 
Tis but a man gon : forth my (word, he dies. 

Jag. I haue rubd this young Quat almoft to the fenfe, 
And he growes angry now, whether he kill Ca/ss, 
Or Cafsio him,or each doe kill che other, 

Euery way makes my game; liue Roderigo, 
He calls me to a reftitation large, 
For Goid and Iewells chat I bobd from him, 
As gifts to Defdemona : 
Tt muft not be, if Ca/sie doeremaine, 
He has a daily beauty in his life, 
That makes me vgly : and befides,the Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there ftand I in much perrill : 
No,hemutt die,be’t fo, ! heare him comming, 
Enter Cafsio. — 

Rod, I know his gate,tis hes villaine thou dich. 

Caf. That chruft hadbin my enemy indeed, 
But that my coate is better then thou know’ft ; 

I will make proofe of thine. 
Rod. O,1 am flaine. 
Caf. 1am maimd for ever, light ho,murder, 
Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voice of Ca/sio, Jago keepes his word. 

Rod. O villaine that Iam. 

Orh. Harke,tis euen fo. 

Caf. O helpe ho, light,a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he,O braue Jago,honeft and iuft, 

That haft fuch noblefenfe of thy friends wrong, 

Thou teacheft me ;—minion, your deare lies dead, 
And your vnbleft fate hiess ftrampet I come ; 

Forth of my heart, thofe charmes thine eyes are blo¢ted, 
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Eater Lodouico and Gratianc. 
Caf. What ho,no watch,no paflage, murder, murder. 
Gra, Tisfome mifchance,the cry is very direfull. 
Caf. O helpe. Lod, Harke. 
Rod. O wretched villaine. 
Lod. Two or three grones,it is a heavy night; 
Thefe may be counterfeits, tet’s think’c vafate 
To come into the cry without more heipe. 
Red. Nobody come,then fhall I bleed co death. 
Enver lago with alight. 
Lod. Harke. i . 
Gra. Here’s one comes in his fhirt.with lights and weapons, 
Jag. Who’s there ? whofe noife 1sthis that cries on murder? 
Lod, 1 doe not know. 
Jag. Did not you hearea cry? — 
Caf. Here,here,for heaucis fake helpe me. 
fag. Whats the matter ? 
Gra. This is Orbelle’s Antient,as I take ic. 
Lod, Theilame indeed,a very valiant feliow. 
Jag. What are you here that cry fo grieuoufly ? 
Caf. Jago,O I am fpoil’d, vndone by villaines, 
Giue mefome helpe. 
Jag. O me, Leiutenant,what yillaines have don this? 
Caf. \ chinke the one ofthem is here about, 
And cannot make away 
Tag. O treacherous villaines : 
What are you there ? come in and gine fome helpe. 
Rod. O;helpe mie here. 
Caf Thar’s oneof em. 
fag. O murderous flave,O villaine. T hrufts bem in. 
Red. O dambd /ego,O inhumaine dog,—o0,0,0. 
Jag. Kill men ithe darke ? where be thole bloody thecues ? 
How filent is this Towne ? Ho, murder, murder ¢ 
What may you be ? are you of good or evil? 
Led. As you thall prooue vs,praife vs. 
Jag. Scignior Ledouice. 
Lod. He fir. 
Jay. U cry you mercy s here’s Ca/sio hurt by villaines, 
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Gra. Caftie. 
Zag. How is it brother? 
Caf. My legis cut in two. 
fag. Mary heauen forbid: 
Light Gentlemen, lic bind it with my fhirt. 
Enter Bianca. 
Bia. What is the matter ho,who i'ft chat cried? 
fag. Whoi'ft that cried? 
Bia. O my deare Cafsio,O my {weet Cafsio, Cafsic, Cafsia. 
fag. Onotable {trumpet : Cafsio,may you fulped 
Who they fhould be that thus haue mangled you? 
Caf. No. 
Gra. Tam forry to find you thus,| haue bin to feeke you. 
qt: Lend mea garter, fo; —oh for a chaire to beare him eafily 
DCe, 
Bia. Alashe faints; O (a/stio,(afsio,( afsio. 
Jag. Gentlemen all,I doe fufpe& this Trath 
Tobeare a part in this iniurie ; patience a while good Ca/sio; 
Come, come, lend me a light: 
Know wee this face,or no? 
Alas my friend,and my deare countrey man: 
Roderige ? no, yesfures yes,tis Rederigo, 
Gra. What,of Venice ? 
Jag. Euen he fir,did you know him? 
Gra. Know him? I. 
Ia, Seignior Gratiane,lcry you gentle pardon: 
Thefe bloody accidents muft exculemy manners: 
That fo negl<@ed you. 
Gra. Lam glad to fee you. ; : 
Jag. How doe youCafsio: O24 chaire, a chaire. 
Gra, Roderigo? : : 
Jag. He,tis he : O that’s well faid,a chaire ; 
Some good man beare hin carefully from hence, 
He feech the Generalls Surgeons for youmiftrifle, 
Save you your labour,he chat lies flaine here,(Cafsio,) 
Was my deare friend ; what malice was betwmxt you? 
Caf. None inthe world,nor doc 1 know the man. 
Jag. What,looke you Ze © beare iim out o’che aire. Ye 
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Stay you good Gentlewoman, looke you pale miftriffe ? 

Doe you perceiue the ieaftures ofher eye ? 

Nay, an you ftirre,we fhall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you,looke vpon her, 

Doe you fee Gentlemen? nay guiltinefle 

Will {peake, though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Emi. 
Em. ‘Las what’s the marter ? what’s the matter husband? 
Tag. Cafsio has here bia (et on in the darke, 

By Roderigo,and fellowes that are {cap’t, 

Hee’s aloft flaine,and Roderege dead. 

Em, Alas good gentieman,alas good Ca/sio. 

Jag. Thisis the fruice of whoring ; prithce Emilie, 
Goe know of Cafsto where he {upt to night 
Whiat,doe you fhake at that ? 

Bia. He fupt at my houfe, but I therefore fhake not. 

Jag. O did he fo,I charge you goe with me. 

Em, Fie vpon thee ftrumpet. 

Bia. Lamno ftrumpet,but of life as honeft, 

As you,that thus abufe me. 

Em, As1, now fie vpon thee. 

Jag. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poore Cafsto dreft 5 
Come miftrefle,you muft tell’s another tale. 
Ewmillia,runne youtothe Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt: 
Will you goe on? I pray ; Thisis the nighe, 
That either makes me,or foredoes me quite. 
E xeunt. 
Enter Othello with a light and Defdemona in her bed. 
Orb, Itisthe caufe,it 1s the caufe,my foule, 
Let me not name it to you,you chafte ftarres; 
It Js the caufe,y et Jie not fhed her blood, 
Nor ({carre that whiter skin of hers then (now, 
And {mooth as monumental! alablafter 5 
Yet the muft dye,elfe thee’ betray more men, 
Put out the light,and then put ont the hight: 
If I querchthce,thou flaming minifter, 
J canagaine thy former light reftore, 
Should ] repent me ; bur once put out thiue, 
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Thou cunning{t patterne of excelting nature, 
I know not where is that promethian heate, 


That can thy light relumine : when I haue pluckt the rofe, 


I cannot gine it vitall growthagaine, 


It moft needs wither ; Ile {nell st on the tree ; keffes her. 


A balmy breath,that doth almoft perfwade 
Iuftice her felfe to breake her {word : one more ; 
Be thus when thou art dead,and I will kill thee, 
And loue thee after: one more,and this the laft ; 
So {weet was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe, 

But they are cruell teares : this forrow’s heayenly, 
It ftrikes where it docs loue : fhe wakes. 

Def. Who's there? Othello? 

Oth, 1, Defdemona. 

Def. Willyou come to bed my Lord? 

Orh. Haue you prayed to night, De/demona? 

Def. Imy Lord. 

Orb. If you bethinke your felfe ofany crime, 
Vnreconcil’d as yet to heauen and grace, 

Solicite for it ftraire. 

Def, Alasmy Lord, what doe you meane by that? 

Oth, Well,doe it,and be bricfe,I will walkeby, 
I would not kill thy yvnprepared {pirit, 

No, heanen fore-fend,I would not kill chy foule. 

Def. Talke youof killing ? 

Oth. 1,1doe. 

Def. Then heauen hane mercy on me. 

Orb, Amen,withall my heart. 

Def. if you fay fo, [hope you will not kill me. 

Ork. Hum. 

Def. And yet I feare you,for y’are fatall then, 
When your eyes roule fo: why I fhould feare,I know not, 
Since guiltinefle I know not,but yet I feeleI feare. 

Oth. Thinke on thy finnes. 

Def. They are loues Ibeare to you. 

Orb, And for that thou dieft. : 

Def. That deathe’s vanaturall,that kills for louing ; 
Alas,why knaw you fo your ee lips 
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4+| Some bloody paffion fhakes your very frame, 
Thefe are portents ; but yet L cope 
They doe not point on me. 
Oth. Peace,and be ftill. 
Def. I will fo,what’sthe matter ? 
48 Oth. That handkerchiefe which I fo tou’d,and gaue thee, 
Thou gaueft to Cafio, 
Def. No,by my life and fonle, 
Send for the man and aske him. 
Oth, Sweet foule take heed, take heed of periury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 
62! Def. I,but not yet rq die. 
| Oth. Yes,prefently ¢ | 
Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne, 
For to deny each article with oath | 
Cannot remoue,nor choake the ftrong conception 
s¢| That I doe groane withall: thou art to die. 
Def. Then Lord haue mercy on me. 
Oth. I fay amen. 
Def. And haue you mercy too: : 
I neuer did offend you in my life, —neuer lou’d Ca/sio, 
6c| Buctwithfuch generall warranty ofheauen, 
| AsImightloue;Ineuergauehimtoken. 
Oth. By heauen I faw my handkerchiefe in his hand : 
O periur’d woman,thou doft ftone my heart, 
64| And makft me call ,what I intend to doe, 
. A murder, which I thought a facrifiee 5 
I faw the handkerchiefe. 
Def. He found it then, 
I neuer gaue it him,fend for him hither, 
8| Let himconfeffe a truth. 
Oth. He has confeft. 
Def. What,my Lord? 
Oth, That he hath—vfde thee. 
Def. How,vnlawfuliy ? 
Ofbent: 
Def. He willnot fay fo. 
Oth. No,his mouth is ftop’d, 
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Honeft fage hath tanc order for’t. 
Def. My feare interprets then,——what is he dead ? 
Orb, hadail his haires bin lines, 
My great reuenge had Romacke forem all. 
Def. Alias he is berratd,and ¥ vndone, 
Orb, O ftrumpet,—weepeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def. O bannifh me my Lord, but killme not. 
Oth. Downe ftrumpec. 
Def. Kill nie to morrow, let-me live to night. 
Oth. Nay,anyeu ftriue, 
Def. But halfe anhoure. 
Oth. Being don,there is no paule. 
Def. But while I fay one prayer. he fesfles her, 
Orth. Tis to late. Emillia caes within. 
Em. My Lord,my Lord,what hoe,my Lord,my Lord. 
_ Oth. What voyce is this? not dead? not yet quite dead? 
Ichat am cruell,am yet merciful, 
I would not haue thee linger in thy paine ; —fo,fo, 
Em. What ho,my Lord,my Lord. 
Ork. Who’sthere? 
Em. © good my Lord,I‘de fpeake a word with you. 
Orh. Yes,tis Emailsa, by and by : fhee’s dead: 
Tis like fhe comes to {peake of Cajfsies death ; 
The noyfe was heere ; ha no more moning, 
Stillas the grane : fhall fhe come in ? wei’c good? 
I thinke fhe (lirres againe; no, what's the beft? 
Tf fhe come in, fhe'le {ure-{peake to my wife. 
My wife,my wife,what wife ? I ha no wife: 
O infupportable ; O heauy honre- 
Me thinks it fhould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sun and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 
Should yawueat alteration. 


Em. Ido befeech you I may {peake with you,—O good my Lord. 


Orn. I had forgotten thee: come in Emullia 


Sofc,by and by ; lec me the curtaines draw. Enter Emillia. 


Where art thou? whats the matter with thee now ? 
Em. O my good Lord,yonder’s foule murders done, 
Orb, Whatenow e 
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But now my Lord, 
Oth. Ic isthe very error of the Moone, 
She comes more neere the earth chen (he was wont, 
And makes men mad. 
Em, Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a youvg Venetian, 


-Cal'd Roderigo. 


Oth, Roderigo kild,and Cafsiokild? 
_Em. No, Ca/sio is not kild. ‘ 

Och, Not Ca/sie kild ? thew murder’s out of tune, 
And (weet reuenge growes harfh. 

Def. O falfly,fallly murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry is thate 

Orb, That, what ? 

Em. Out and alas,it was my Ladies yoyce, 


- Helpe,helpe,hohelpe,O Lady (peake againe, 


Sweet Defdemona,O (weet miftrefle fpeake. 
Def. Aguiltleffe death I die. 
Em, O who has done this deed? 
Def. Nobody ,I my felfe, farewell : 
Commend me to my kinde Lord,O farewell. —_fhe dies. 
Oth. Why how fhouid the be murdered ? 
Em. Alas,who knowes? 
Oth. Youheardher fay.her felfe,ic was not I. 
Em. She fayd fo,1 muft needs report a truth. 
Oth. She’s like aiyer gone co burning hell, 
T’was I that kild her. 
Em. O,the more Angell the, 
And you the blacker deuill. 
Orb, She turn’dto folly, and fhe was a whore. 
Em Thou doeft bely her and thon art a deuill. 
Orth, She was falfe as water. 
Em, Thou art rafh as fire, 
To fay that the was faife : O fhe was heavenly true. 
Oth, Cafsto did top her, aske thy husbandelfe, 
O I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity, thy husband knew it all, 
Em. My husband ; » 
Orb. 
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Orth. Thy husband. 
Em, That fhe was falfe to wedlocke ? 
Orb, 1,with Cafsso : nay, had fhe bin true, 
Tf heaven would make me {uch another world, 
Of one intire and perfe& Crifolite, 
Ide not haue fold her for it. 
Em. My husband? 
Orb, 1, twas he that told me firft ; 
An honeft man he is,and hates the flime 
That ftickes on filthy deedes. 
Em. My husband? 
Oth, What needs this iteration? woman, | fay thy husband. 
Ew. Oh Mitftres,villany hath made mockes with loue : 
My husband fay that fhe was falfe? 
Oth. He woman,] fay thy husband ; doft ynderftand the word? 
My friend, chy husband, honeft honeft /age. 
Em. Ifhe fay fo,may his pernitious foule 
Rot halfe a graine a day ; he lies to’ch heart, 
She was too fond of her moft filthy bargaine. 
Oth. Ha? 
- Em. Doe thy wort ; 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heanen, 
Then thou waft worthy her, 
Orb. Peace,you were beft. 
Em, Thou hat not halfe the power to doe me harme, 
As [haueto be hurt: O gull,O dolt, 
As ignorant as durt ; thou haft done a deed— 
I care sot for thy {word,Ile make thee know, 
Tho I loft twenty liues : helpe,helpe,O helpe ; 
The Moore has kild my Miftreffe, murder, murder. 


Enter Montano,Gragantio,lago,and others, 
Mon. What is the matter ? how now Generall ? 
Em. O,are you come Jago ? youhane done well, 
That men muft lay their murder on your neck. 
Gra. What isthe matter ? 
Em. Difprooue this villaine, ifthou beet a man ; 
He fayes thou toldft him that his wife was falfe 3 
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I know thou dift not,thou art not fucha villaine : 
peake,for my heartis full. 
Jag. [told him what I thought,and told nomore, 
Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 
Em, Bur did you euer tell him fhe was falle 2 
fag. Idid. 
Em, Youtoldalie,an odious damned lie ; 
Vpon my foulealte, a wicked lie: 
She falfe with Casio; did you fay with Cafsio ? 
fag. With Cafsio miltreffe ; goto, charme your tongue. 
Ew. Twill not charme my tongue, I am bound to {peake ; 
My Miftreffe here lies murdered in her bed. 
Ad. Ohheauens forefend. 
Em. Andyoutr reports haue fet the murderer on. 
Orb. Nay, ftarenot mafters,itis true indeed. 
Gra. Tisa {trange truth. 
Men. O monftrous a& ! 
Em. Viilany,villany,villany ; 


Ithinke vpon’t, I thinke, I {meila villany ; 


I choughr fothen ; Le kill my feife for griefe, 
O villany.villany. 
Jag, What are you mad? I charge you get you home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to {peake ; 
Tis proper I obey him, buc not now : 
Perhaps /ago,\ will ne’re goe home, 
Oth, Oh, oh, oh. Oth, falls on the bed. 
Em. Nay,lay thee downe,and roare, 
For thou haft kild the (weeteft innocent, 
That ere did lift vp eye. 
Oth. O fhe was foules 
I fcarce did know you Vncle,there lies your Niece, 
Whofe breath indeed, thele hands haue uewly opt; 
I know this a@ fhewes terrible and grim. 
Gr. Poore Defdemona,I am glad chy father’s dead, 
Thy match was mortall to him,and pure griefe 
Shore his old thread imetwaine : did he liue now, 
This fight would make him doe a defperate turne, 
Yea,curfe his better Angell from his fide, 
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And fallto reprobation. 

Orb. Tis pitcifull,but yet Jago knowes, 

That fhe with Ca/sso,had the act of fhame 

Athoufand times committed; Casio confctt it: 

And fhe did gratifie his amorous workes, 

With that recognifance and picdge of loue, 

Which I firft gane her ; I {aw it in his hand ; 

Jt was a handkerchiefe, an antique token 

My Father gaue my Mother. 

Em. Oheauon,O heaucnly powers, 
Jag. Come,hold your peace, 
Em. Twill out.twill our: I hold my peace fir,no, 

Tie be in fpeaking,liberail as the north; 

Let heauen,and men,and deuils,let cm all, 

All,all cry fhame again{t me, yet lle fpeake. 
jag. Be wile,and get you home, 

Em. \willnot, 
Gra. Fie,your fword vpon a woman? 
Em. O thou dell Moore,that handkerchiefe thou {peakft on, 

I found by fortune,and did give my husband: 

For often with a folemne earneftneffe, ; 

(More then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle,) 

He beg'd of me to fteale it. 

Jag. Villainous whore, 
Em, She gaue ic Caio? no,alas] found ic, 

And I did giu't my husband, 

Jag. Filth chow lieft. 
Em. By heauen I doe not, doe not Genelemen, 

O murderous Coxcombe ! what thould (uct a foole 

Doe with{ogood awoman? _ 

T he Moore runs at lago, Jago kills bes wife, 
Oth, Arethere no ftones m heanen, 

But what ferucs for che thunder ? pernirious villaine. 
Gra. The woman falis, {ure he has kild his wife, 
Em, 1,1,0 lay me by my miltreffe fide, Exit lago. 
Gra. Hee's gone but his wife’s kild. 

Mon, Tiga nororious villaine,take your weapon, 

Which I haue here seconered from the Moore: 

M2 Come, 
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Come, guard the doore wizhout,{et him not paffe, 


Buckill-him rather ; Ie after that fame villaine, 


For tis 2 damned flaue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 
Orb. [amnot valiant neither, 
But ewery puny whipfter gets my fword: 
But why fhould honour out-liue honefty ? 
Let it gocall. 
Em. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 
Harke, canft thou heare me ? I will play the Swan, 
And die in muficke ; willow, willow, willow. 
Moore, fhe was chaft, fhe lou’d thee cruel! Moore, 
So come my foule tobliffe.as i (peake true ; 
Sofpeaking as I thinke,I die, die. fhe dies. 
Orh, Ihaue another weapon in this chamber, 
Ic is afword of Spaine,the I{ebrookes temper : 
O here it iss Vncle,I muft come forth. Gra. withen. 
Gra. Tf thouattempt it,it will coft thee deere, 
Thou haft no weapon,and perforce mutt fuffer- 
Oth. Looke in vpon me then,and {peake to me, 
Or naked as I am,I will affaule thee. 
ra. What isthe matter ? 
Oth. Behold,[haue a weapon, 
A better never did it felfe fultaine 
Vpona Soldiers thigh : | haue feene the day, 
That with this little arme.and this good fword, 
1 haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your ftop : but O vaine boaft, 
Who can controule his-fate? tis not fonow. 
Be not affraid though you doe fee me weapon d ; 
Here is my iournies end, here is my butte, 
The very Sea-marke of my vrmoft faile. 
Doe you goe backe difmaid? tisa loft feare, 
Man buea ruth againt Orbedo’s brealt, 
Andhe retires. Where fhould Orhede goe? 
How doft thou looke now ? O ill ftar’d wench, 
Pale as thy {mocke ; when we fhall meet at compt, 
This looke of thine will hurle my foule from heanen, 
And fiends will {natch at it : cold,cold,my gitle, 
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Euen like thy chaftity : O curfed (ane : 

Whip me you deuills, 

From the poffeftion of this heanenly fight, 

Blow me about in winds, roaft me in fulphure, 
Wath me in fteepe downe gulphes of liquid fires 
O Defdemona,Defdemona; dead,Q,0,0 


Enter Lodouico, Montano,and officers, 
Caffio én a chaire 
Lod. Where is thisrath and moft infortunate man ? 
Oth. That’s he that was Othello, here I am. 
Led, Where is that Viper ? bring the villaine forth, 
Oth. I looke downe towards his feet, but that’s a fable. 
Tf that chov beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee, 
Lod. Wrench his {word fromhim. 
fag. I bleed fir,but not kild, 
Oth. Lam not forry neither,I'de haue thee liue, 
For in my fenfe tis happineffe to dye. 
Lod, O thou Otbedo,that wert once fo good, 
Falne in the praGife of a damned flauc, 
What fhould be {aid to thee > 
Orth. Why,any thing. 
An honourable murderer if you will ; 
For nought did [ in hare,but all in honour. . 
Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy s 
Did you and he confent in Cafsio’s death 
Orb, I. 
Ca. DeareGenerall,I didneuer give you caufe. 
Oth. I doe beleeue it,and I aske you pardon ; 
Will you I pray,demaund chat demy deuill, 
Why be hath thus infoar’d my foute and body ? 
Jag. Demand we nothing what you know you know ; 


From this time forth I neuer will (peake word. 


Lod, What,not to pray ? 
Gra. Torments will ope your lips, 
Oth. Well,thou doeft beft. 
Zod. Sir,yon fhall vnderftand what hathbefalne, 
Which,as I think you know ef shere isa letter, 
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Found in the pocket of the flaine Roderigo; 
Andhere another 5 the one of them imports 
The death of Ca/st0, ta be vadertooke by Roderiga, 

Oth, O villaine, 

Caf. Moft heathenifh,and moft groffe. 

Led. Now heres another difcontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too,and this it (eemes, 
Roderigo meant to hiue fene this damned villaine, 
But that belike,Jgo in the interim 
Caine in,and fatisfied him. 

Oth, O the pernitious catieffe : 

How came you Ca/sio by a handkerchiefe 
That was my wifes? 

Caf. I found it in my chamber; 

And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now, 
That there he dropt it,for a {peciall purpofe, 
Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O foole,foole,foole. 

Caf. There is befides in Rederigees letter, 
How he obraides /ago,that he made him 
Braue tne vpon the watch whereon itcame, 

That I was caft ; and even but naw he {pake, 
After long feeming dead, /egohurthim, 
Jago fer him on. 

Lod. Youmutftforfake thisroome,and goe withvs, 
Your power and your command istaken off, 

And Cafsio rules in Cyprus : For this flaue, 
Ifthere be any cunning crnelty, 

That can torment him much,and holdhimlong, 
It fhall be his: You fhall clofe prifoner reft, 
Till char the nature of your faute be knowne 
To the Venetian State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you,a word or two before you goe ; 
Thane done the State fome feruice,and they know’t 3 
No more of that : I pray you in your letters, 


~ ‘When you fhall thefe valucky deeds relate, 


Speake of me as I am; nothing extenuate, +54 
Nor fet downe ought in malice : then you muft {peake, 
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Ofone that lou'd not wifely but too well : 
Of one not eafily icalous,but being wrought,, 
Perplext in the extreame : of one whofe hand, 
Like che bafe Indian,threw a vearle away, 
Richer chenall his Tribe : of one whofe iubdued eyes, 
Albeit ynufed co the melting moode, 
Drop teares,as faft asthe Arabian trees 
Their medicinal! gum: Set you downe this ; 
And fay befides,that in Aleppo once, 
Wherea Malignant anda lurband Tsk, 
Beate a Venetian,and traduc’d the State ; 
I tooke bi’th throate the circumcifed dog, 
And fmote him thus. He flabs bimfelfe. 
Lod. O bloody period, 
Gra. Allthat’s {poke is mard. 
Oth, Ukiltthee ere I kild thee, no way but this, 
Killing my felfe,to dye vpona kiffe. He dies, 
Caf. This did I feare,but thought he hadno weapon, 
For he was great of heart. 
Lod. O Spartane dog, 
More fell then anguifh,hunger,or the Sea. 
Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed, 
This isthy worke ; the obie& poifons fight, 
Let it be hid : Gratiano,kcepe the houfe, 
And ceaze vpon the forrunes of the Moore, 
For they fucceed to you : To you Lord Gouernour, 
Remaines the cenfure of this hellifh villaine, 
The time,the place,the torture; O enforce ir, 
My felfe will {traic aboord,and co the Stace, 
This heauny a& with heauy heart relate. 
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